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C H A P T E R  I.
OF A G E .
I 'H I S  second volum e m ust, I fear, be 
less pleasing to th e  general reader, 
w ith  w h o m  th e  first has found m ore 
favour than  I had  hoped ,— n o t because I 
tire  o f  ta lk ing , b u t th a t th e  ta lk  m ust be 
less o f  o th e r  persons, and m ore o f  myself. 
F o r as I  look  deeper in to  the  m irro r, I 
find m yself a m ore curious person than  I 
had  th o u g h t. I used to fancy th a t every­
body w ould  like clouds and rocks as well 
as I did, i f  once to ld  to look  a t th em  ; 
w hereas, after fifty years o f  trial, 1 find
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th a t is n o t so, even in m odern days ; 
having  long  ago know n  tha t, in  ancient 
ones, the  clouds and m ountains w h ich  
have been life to me, w ere m ere incon ­
venience and h o rro r to  m ost o f  m ankind .
I related, in th e  first volum e, page 153, 
some sm all part o f  m y pleasures under 
St. V incen t’s rock  a t C lifton , and the 
beg inn ing  o f  quartz -stu d y  there  w ith  the 
now  N o . 5 1 o f  the B ran tw ood  series. 
C om pare w ith  these ch ild ish  sentim ents, 
those o f  the m atu rely  ju d g in g  Jo h n  E velyn, 
a t the  same place, 3 0 th  Ju n e , 1654 :—
‘T h e  c ity ’ (Bristol) ‘ w holly  m ercantile, 
as standing neere the fam ous Severne, 
com m odiously for Ireland  and the W estern  
w orld . H ere  I first saw the  m anner o f  
refining suggar, and casting it into loaves, 
w here w e had  a collation o f  eggs fried 
in the suggar furnace,* toge ther w ith
* Note (by Evelyn’s editor in 1827) : ‘ A 
kind of entertainment like that we now have
exce llen t Spanish w ine : b u t w h at appeared 
m ost stupendious to m e, was the  rock  o f  
St. V incen t, a little  distance from  ye 
tow ne, the precipice w hereoff is equal to 
any th in g  o f  th a t natu re I have seen in 
ye m ost confragose cataracts o f  th e  A lpes, 
the river g lid ing betw een th e m  a t an 
ex traord inary  dep th . H e re  w e w en t 
searching for diam onds, and to  th e  H o t 
W ells a t its foote. T h e re  is also on 
the  side o f  this h o rrid  A lp  a very 
rom antic  seate : and so w e re tu rned  to 
B athe in the  even ing .’
O f  course Evelyn uses th e  w ord  ‘h o r r id ’ 
only in its L atin  sense ; b u t h is m ind  is 
evidently  relieved by re tu rn in g  to B ath  ; 
and a lth o u g h , fa rth e r on, he  describes 
w ith o u t alarm  th e  tow ne and county  o f  
N o ttin g h am  as ‘ seem ing to be b u t one 
entire rock , as it w ere ,’ h e  explains his
of eating beefsteaks drest on the stoker’s shovel, 
and drinking porter at the famous brewhouses 
in London.’
toleration o f  th a t structu re  in the  close 
o f  his sentence —  ‘  an exceeding pleasant 
shire, full o f  gen try .’ O f  his im pressions 
o f  the ‘ stupendious ’ rocks o f  F ontainbleau , 
and ungen tle  people o f  the  S im plon, I 
have to speak in another place.
In  these and m any o th e r such particu lars 
I find the  typical E ng lish  m ind, b o th  
then  and now , so adverse to m y ow n,
as also to those o f  m y few  com panions
th ro u g h  the sorrows o f  this w orld , th a t 
it becom es for m e a m atter o f  acute
D arw inian  in terest to trace m y species 
from  orig in  to ex tinction  : and I have,
therefore, to w arn  the  reader, and ask 
his pardon, th a t w hile  a m odest person 
w rites his au tob iography  chiefly by giving 
accounts o f  th e  people he  has m et, I 
find it only  possible, w ith in  m y planned 
lim its, to take note o f  those w ho have 
had  d istinct pow er in the train ing or the 
p run ing  o f  little  m e to any good.
I re tu rn  first to m y true m aster in
m athem atics, poor M r. R o w b o th am . O f  
course h e  missed his H ern e  H ill evenings 
sadly w h en  I  w en t to O xford. But 
always, w hen  w e cam e hom e, i t  was 
understood th a t once in the  fo rtn ig h t, or 
so, as he  felt h im se lf  able, he  should  still 
to il up  the h ill to tea. W e w ere always 
sorry to see h im  at the  gate ; b u t felt 
th a t it was ou r clear sm all du ty  to  p u t 
up  w ith  his s igh ing  for an h o u r or 
tw o in such rest as his w oful life could 
find. N o r w ere w e w ith o u t som e real 
affection for h im . H is  face had  a certain 
grandeur, from  its constancy o f  patience, 
bew ildered innocence, and firm  lines o f  
faculty  in geom etric sort. Also he b ro u g h t 
us news from  the  m athem atical and 
gram m atical w orld , and told us some 
in teresting  details o f  m anufactu re , i f  he 
had  been on a visit to his friend M r. 
C raw shay. H is  ow n hom e becam e yearly 
m ore w retched , till one day its little 
ten-years-old  Peepy  choked  h im se lf w ith
his teeto tum . T h e  fa ther told us, w ith  real 
sorrow , th e  stages o f  th e  ch ild ’s protracted 
suffering before he  died ; b u t observed, 
finally, th a t it was be tte r he should  have 
been taken aw ay,— both  for h im  and his 
parents. E vidently  the  poor m athem atical 
m ind  was relieved from  one o f  its least 
soluble burdens, and the sad face, th a t 
evening, had  an expression o f  m ore than 
usual repose.
I  never fo rgo t th e  lesson it tau g h t 
m e o f  w h a t hum an  life m ean t in the  
suburbs o f  L ondon.
T h e  rig id ly  m oral m use o f  M r. P ring le  
had by this tim e gone to A frica, or, let 
us hope, A rabia F elix , in the  o th e r w orld  ; 
and the reins o f m y poetical genius had 
been given in to  the  hand  o f  k indly  M r. 
W . H . H arrison  in  the V auxhall Road, 
o f  w h o m  account has already been given 
in  the  first chap ter o f  ‘ O n  th e  O ld  
R oad  ’ enough  to  carry us on for the 
present.
I m ust nex t b ring  up_ to tim e the 
h isto ry  o f  m y fa ther’s affectionate p h y ­
sician, D r. G ran t. Increasing  steadily in 
repu ta tion , he m arried  a w idow ed lady, 
M rs. Sidney, o f  good position in R ic h ­
m ond ; and becam e th e  guardian o f  h e r 
tw o ex trem ely  nice and clever daugh ters, 
A ugusta  and E m m a, w ho b o th  felt g reat 
respect, and soon great regard, for the ir 
stepfather, and w ere every day m ore dutifu l 
and pleasing ch ild ren  to h im . E stim ating  
m y  m o th e r’s character also as they ough t, 
la te r on, they w ere fam iliar visitors to 
us ; the younger, E m m a, having  good 
taste for draw ing , and  o th e r quie t ac­
com plishm ents and pursu its. A t the tim e 
I am  now  look ing  back to , how ever, th e  
Star and G arter breakfasts had becom e 
rarer, and w ere connected m ostly  w ith  
visits to  H am p to n  C ourt, w here  the  great 
vine, and th e  m aze, w ere o f  th rilling  
attraction  to m e ; and the  C artoons began 
to take th e  aspect o f  m ild  n ig h tm are
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and nuisance w hich  they have ever since 
retained.
M y  runs w ith  cousin M ary  in th e  m aze, 
(once, as in D antesque alleys o f  lucent 
verdure in the  M oon , w ith  A dèle and 
Elise,) always h ad  som eth ing  o f  an 
enchan ted  and F aery -Q u een  g lam our in 
them  : and I w en t on designing m ore and 
m ore com plicated m azes in the  b lank 
leaves o f  m y lesson books —  w asting, I 
suppose, nearly as m u ch  tim e th a t w ay 
as in th e  trisection o f  the  angle. H o w - 
beit, afterw ards, the coins o f  Cnossus, and 
characters o f  D ædalus, T heseus, and the  
M ino tau r, becam e intelligible to  m e as to 
few  : and I have m uch  unp rin ted  M SS. about 
them , in tended  for expansion in ‘A riadne 
F io ren tina ,’ and o th e r labyrin th ine volum es, 
bu t w h ich  th e  w orld  m ust get on now  
w ith o u t the  benefit of, as it can.
M ean tim e, from  the  G rove, w h itehaired  
m am m a M onro , and silvery-fringed P etite , 
h ad  gone to the ir rest. M rs. G ray cared
no longer for the pride o f  her house, or 
shade o f  her avenue ; w hile m ore and 
m ore, M r. G ray ’s devotion to D on  Q uixote, 
and to m y poetry  in ‘ F rien d sh ip ’s O ffering,’ 
in terfered w ith  his business habits. A t last 
it w as th o u g h t that, being  true Scots b o th  
o f  them , they  m ig h t be tte r p rosper over 
the B order. T h e y  w en t to G lasgow , 
w here  M r. G ray took  up some sort o f  a 
w ine business, and  read R ob  R oy instead 
o f  D on Q uixote . W e  w en t to G lasgow  
to see th em , on our Scottish tour, and 
sorrow fully  perceived th em  to  be going 
dow nw ards, even in the ir Scottish  w orld. 
F o r  a little  change, they  w ere asked 
to  O xford  th a t au tum n , to see the ir 
spoiled Jo h n n ie  carry ing  all before h im  : 
and the good couple being seated in 
C h ris t C h u rch  C athed ra l under th e  organ, 
and seeing m e w alk  in w ith  m y  com ­
panions in ou r silken sleeves, and w ith  
accom panying flourishes by M r. M arshall 
on the  tru m p et stop, and R em brand tesque
effects o f  cand leligh t upon the N o rm an  
colum ns, w ere bo th  o f  th em  m elted in to  
tears ; and rem ained speechless w ith  reverent 
deligh t all th e  evening afterw ards.
I  have le ft too long  w ith o u t w ord  
the  continual benevolence tow ards us o f 
the  fam ily a t W idm ore, M r. T elfo rd  and 
his th ree  sisters ; the  la tte r absolutely 
w ell-educated  w om en— wise, w ith o u t e ither 
severity or osten tation , using all they  knew  
for the  good o f  th e ir  neighbours, and 
exh ib iting  in the ir ow n lives eveiy joy  
o f  sisterly love and active hom eliness. 
M r. H en ry  T e lfo rd ’s perfectly  quiet, 
sligh tly  m elancholy, exquisitely  sensitive 
face, brow ned by continual rid ing  from  
B rom ley to B illiter Street, rem ains w ith  
me, am ong  th e  m ost precious o f  the 
p ictures w h ich , unseen o f  any guest, hang  
on the w alls o f  m y refectory.
M r. and M rs. R obert C ockburn , as the 
years drew  on, becam e m ore and m ore 
kindly , bu t less and ' less approvingly,
interested in ou r m onastic ways at H erne  
H ill ; and in  m y partly  thw arted  and 
uncom fortab le , partly  singular, develop­
m en t o f  literary character. M rs. C ock b u rn  
took  earnest pains w ith  m y m o th e r to 
get h e r to send m e m ore in to  society, 
th a t I m ig h t be licked  a little  into 
shape. B u t m y m o th e r w as satisfied w ith  
m e as I  was : and besides, M rs. C ockburn  
and she never got qu ite  w ell on together. 
M y  m o ther, according to h e r  established 
m anner, w ould  no m ore dine w ith  h e r than 
w ith  any one else, and  was even careless 
in re tu rn in g  calls ; and M rs. C o ck b u rn —  
w h ich  was w onderfu l in a w om an o f  so 
m uch  sense— instead o f  being m erely sorry 
for m y m o th e r’s shyness, and try ing  to 
efface h e r sense o f  inferiority  in  educa­
tion and position, took  this som ew hat in 
pique. B u t am ong  the  fateful chances 
o f  m y ow n life in h e r  endeavours to  do 
som ething  for m e, and som ehow  break 
the  shell o f  m e, she one day asked m e
to  dine w ith  L ock h art, and see his little  
harebe ll-like  daintiness o f  a daughter. I 
suppose M rs. C ockburn  m ust have to ld  
h im  o f  m y love o f  Scott, yet I do not 
rem em ber m anifesting th a t sen tim ent in 
any wise du ring  dinner : I recollect only, 
over th e  w ine, m ak ing  some sm all effort 
to display m y  O xonian orthodoxy and 
sound learning, w ith  respect to the  p rin ­
ciples o f  C h u rch  E stab lishm ent ; and being 
surprised, and  som ew hat discom fited, by 
finding th a t M r. L o ck h a rt knew  the 
G reek  for ‘ b ishop ’ and ‘ elder ’ as w ell as 
I did. O n  go ing  into the  d raw ing-room , 
how ever, I  m ade every effort to ingratiate 
m yself w ith  th e  little  dark-eyed , h ig h ­
foreheaded C harlo tte , and was very sorry, 
—  b u t I don’t th in k  the  ch ild  was,—  
w hen  she was sent to bed.
B ut th e  m ost happy  tu rn  o f  F o rtu n e ’s 
w heel for m e, in th is year ’39, was the  
com ing  o f  O sborne G ordon to H ern e  
H ill to be m y private tu to r, and read
w ith  m e in our little  nursery. T ak in g  
up the  ravelled ends o f  yet w orkab le  and 
spinnable flax in  m e, h e  began to tw ist 
them , a t first th ro u g h  m uch  w holesom e 
pain, in to  such  tenor as they  w ere really 
capable of.
T h e  first th in g  he did was to stop 
all pressure in  reading. H is  inaugural 
sentence was, ‘ W h en  you have got too 
m uch  to do, don’t do it ,’— a golden saying 
w h ich  I have often repeated since, b u t no t 
enough obeyed.
T o  G ordon  h im self, his ow n proverb  was 
less serviceable. H e  was a m an  o f  quite 
exceptional pow er, and the re  is no saying 
w h a t he m ig h t have done, w ith  any strong 
m otive. V ery early, a keen, th o u g h  entirely  
benevolent, sense o f  th e  absurdity  o f  the 
w orld  took  aw ay his h eart in w ork ing  for 
it :— perhaps I should ra ther have said, the 
density and unm alleability  o f  th e  w orld, 
than absurdity. H e  th o u g h t there  was 
n o th in g  to be done w ith  it, and th a t after
all it w ould  get on by itself. Chiefly, 
th a t au tu m n , in ou r w alks over the N o r­
w ood  hills, he, being then an ordained, 
or on th e  p o in t o f  being ordained, priest, 
surprised m e greatly  by avoiding, evidently 
w ith  the  sense o f  its being useless bo ther, 
m y favourite topic o f  conversation, nam ely, 
the to rpo r o f  the P ro testan t churches, 
and the ir du ty , as it to m e appeared, before 
any th o u g h t o f  m issionary w ork , o u t o f  
E urope, or com fortable settling  to pastoral 
w ork  a t hom e, to tram ple finally out 
th e  sm ouldering  ‘ diabolic fire ’ o f  the 
Papacy, in all P apal-C atho lic  lands. F o r 
I was then  by train ing , th in k in g , and the 
teaching  o f  such sm all experience as I had , 
as zealous, pugnacious, and self-sure a P ro ­
testant as you please. T h e  first condition 
o f  m y being so was, o f  course, to tal 
ignorance o f  C hristian  history ; the  second, 
—  one for w h ich  the R om an C h u rch  is 
indeed guiltily  responsible,— th a t all the  
C atholic C antons o f  Sw itzerland, coun ting
I.  OF A G E .  1 5
Savoy also as a m ain p o in t o f A lp ine 
territory , are idle and  dirty , and all 
P ro tes ta n t ones busy and clean —  a m ost 
im pressive fact to m y evangelical m o ther, 
w hose first du ty  and  first luxury  o f  life 
consisted in pu rity  o f  person and su rround ­
ings ; w hile she and m y fa ther alike looked 
on idleness as indisputably  Satanic. T h ey  
failed not, therefore, to ' look carefully on 
the m ap for the bridge, or gate, or vale, 
or ridge, w h ich  m arked  the separation o f  
P ro testan t from  th e  ben igh ted  C atholic  
cantons ; and  it was rare i f  th e  first 
or second field and cottage, beyond th e  
border, did not too clearly justify  the ir 
exu lting ,— th o u g h  also ind ignan t and partly  
sorrow ful,— enforcem ent upon m e o f  the 
natural consequences o f  Popery.
T h e  th ird  reason for m y streng th  o f  
feeling at this tim e was a curious one. 
In  p roportion  to the  de ligh t I felt in the  
cerem onial o f  foreign churches, was m y 
conviction o f  the falseness o f  religious senti-
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m ent founded on these enjoym ents. I had  
no foolish scorn o f  them , as the  proper 
expressions o f  the  C atho lic  F a ith  ; bu t
infinite scorn o f  the lascivious sensibility 
w h ich  could change its beliefs because it 
deligh ted  in these, and be ‘ piped into a 
new  creed by th e  w hine o f  an organ p ip e / 
So th a t alike m y reason, and rom antic
pleasure, on th e  C ontinen t, com bined  to 
m ake a better P ro testan t o f  m e ;— yet 
not a m alicious nor ungenerous one. I 
never suspected C atho lic  priests o f  dis­
honesty, nor doub ted  th e  purity  o f  the 
form er C atho lic  C h u rch . I was a P ro tes­
tan t C avalier, no t P ro testan t R oundhead ,—  
entirely  desirous o f  keeping  all th a t was 
noble and traditional in religious ritual, 
and reverent to  the  existing p ie ty  o f  the
C atholic  peasantry. So th a t the  ‘ diabolic
f ire ’ w h ich  I w anted tram pled  ou t, was 
only th e  co rrup t C atholicism  w hich  rendered 
the  vice o f  Paris and the  d irt o f  Savoy 
possible ; and w hich  I was qu ite  righ t in
th in k in g  it the  du ty  o f  every C hristian  
p riest to a ttack , and end th e  schism  and 
scandal o f  it.
O sborne, on the contrary , was a practical 
E ng lishm an , o f  the  shrew dest, yet gentlest 
type ; keenly perceptive o f  folly, bu t dis­
posed to pardon  m ost h um an  failings as 
little m ore. H is  am bition  was restric ted  to 
the  walls o f  C hris t C h u rc h ; he  was already 
the  chiefly tru sted  aid o f  th e  old D ean  ; 
p robably , n ex t to h im , the  best G reek  
scholar in O xford , and perfectly  practised in 
all the  college routine o f  business. H e  
th o u g h t th a t th e  C h u rch  o f  E ng lan d  h a d — 
even in O xford— enough  to do in looking  
after h e r ow n faults ; and addressed him self, 
in ou r conversations on F o rest H ill ,  m ainly 
to m ollify m y P ro testan t anim osities, enlarge 
m y sm all acquaintance w ith  ecclesiastical 
history, and  recall m y a tten tion  to the  
im m ediate business in hand , o f  enjoying 
our w alk , and recollecting w h a t we had  
read in th e  m orning .
In  his p roper w ork  w ith  m e, no 
tu to r  could  have been m ore d iligent or 
patient. H is  ow n scholarly  p o w er was 
o f  the  h ighest order ; his m em ory  (the 
necessary in strum en t o f  great scholarship) 
errorless and effortless ; his ju d g m en t 
and feeling in lite ra tu re  sound ; his 
in terp re ta tion  o f  political events always 
rational, and founded on w ide detail o f  
w ell-balanced know ledge ; and all this 
w ith o u t in the  least p rid ing  h im se lf  on 
his classic pow er, or w ish ing  to check 
any of m y im pulses in  o th e r d irec­
tions. H e  h ad  taken his double first 
w ith  the  h a lf  o f  his s tren g th , and w ould  
have taken a triple one w ith o u t p rid ing  
h im se lf on it : he  was am used by m y
facility in rhym ing , recognized m y true 
instinct in pain ting , and sym pathised w ith  
m e in love o f  co u n tiy  life and p ic turesque 
tow ns, b u t always in a q u ie ting  and repose­
fu l m anner. O nce in after life, provoked 
at finding m yself still unable to read
G reek  easily, I in tim ated  to h im  a ha lf­
fo rm ed  purpose to th ro w  every th ing  else 
aside, for a tim e, and  m ake m yself a 
sound G reek  scholar. ‘ I  th in k  it  w ould  
give you m ore troub le  th an  it is w o r th ,’ 
said he. A n o th er tim e, as I was 
m ak ing  the d raw ing  o f  ‘ C h am o u n i in 
afternoon sunshine’ fo r h im , (now  at his 
sister’s,) I spoke o f  th e  constan t vexation 
I suffered because I could  not draw  better. 
‘A nd I ,’ he  said, sim ply , ‘ should  be very 
con ten t i f  I could  draw  at all.’
D u rin g  G o rd o n ’s stay w ith  us, this 
1839 au tu m n , w e go t ou r second T u rn e r  
draw ing. C ertain ly  th e  m ost curious failure 
o f  m em ory— am ong th e  m any  I find— is 
th a t I d on ’t kn o w  w hen  I s a w  m y first ! 
I feel as i f  M r. W in d u s’s parlo u r a t 
T o tte n h a m  h ad  been fam iliar to m e since 
the daw n o f  existence in  B runsw ick  Square.
M r. G odfrey W indus was a retired 
coachm aker, living in a cheerful little  villa, 
w ith  low  room s 011 the  g round  floor open-
ing  pleasantly  in to  each o ther, like a sort 
o f  g rouped  conservatory, betw een his fron t 
and back gardens : th e ir  w alls beset, b u t 
not crow ded, w ith  T u rn e r  draw ings o f  
th e  E ng land  series ; w hile  in his portfo lio- 
stands, com ing  there s tra igh t from  the 
publishers o f  the  books they  illustrated, 
w ere the  entire series o f  the  illustrations 
to Scott, to Byron, to the  South Coast, 
and to F in d en ’s Bible.
N obody, in all E ng land , at th a t tim e, 
— and T u rn e r  was already sixty,— c a r e d , 
in the true  sense o f  the  w ord, for T u rn e r, 
bu t the retired coachm aker o f  T o tten h am , 
and I.
N o r, indeed, cou ld  the  pub lic  ever
see th e  draw ings, so as to begin to care 
for them . M r. F aw kes’s w ere sh u t up  at 
Farnley, Sir P ereg rine  A cland’s, perish ing  
o f  dam p in his passages, and M r. W indus 
b o u g h t all th a t w ere m ade for engravers
as soon as the engraver had  done w ith
them . T h e  advantage, how ever, o f  seeing
th em  all collected at his house, —  he 
gave an open day each w eek , and to 
m e th e  run  o f  his room s at any tim e, 
— was, to th e  general student, inesti­
m able, and, for m e, th e  m eans o f  w ritin g  
‘ M odern  P ain ters.’
I t  is, I th in k , no tew orthy  th a t, a lth o u g h  
first attracted  to T u rn e r  by the m o u n ­
tain tru th  in R ogers’ Ita ly , —  w hen  I 
saw th e  draw ings, it was alm ost w holly  
th e  pure artistic  quality  th a t fascinated 
m e, w hatever the  subject ; so th a t I was 
not in th e  least h indered  by th e  beauty  
o f  M r. W indus’s L lanberis or M elrose 
from  being quite hap p y  w hen  m y fa th e r 
at last gave me, no t for a beg inn ing  o f  
T u rn e r  collection, b u t for a specim en o f  
T u rn e r ’s w ork , w h ich  was all— as it  was 
supposed— I should  ever need or aspire to 
possess, the  ‘ R ich m o n d  B ridge, Surrey.’ 
T h e  triu m p h an t ta lk  betw een us over 
it, w hen  we b ro u g h t it hom e, consisted, 
as I rem em ber, greatly  in com m enda-
tion o f  the  quan tity  o f  T u rn e rian  subject 
and character w h ich  this single specim en 
un ited  :— ‘ it had  trees, arch itecture, w ater, 
a lovely sky, and a clustered bouquet o f  
b rillian t figures.’
A nd verily th e  Surrey R ichm ond  re­
m ained for a t least tw o years ou r only 
T u rn e r  possession, and  th e  second w e 
b o u g h t, the  G osport, w h ich  cam e hom e 
w hen G ordon  was staying w ith  us, had 
still none o f  th e  delicate beau ty  o f  
T u rn e r  except in its sk y ; no r w ere 
e ither m y fa ther or I th e  least offended 
by the  ill-m ade bonnets o f  the lady- 
passengers in the  cu tte r, no r by the 
he lm sm an’s head being p u t on th e  w rong  
way.
T h e  reader is no t to th in k , because I 
speak thus frankly  o f  T u rn e r ’s faults, tha t 
I ju d g e  th em  greater, o r know  them  
b ette r, now , than  I  did then . I knew  
th em  at th is tim e o f  g e ttin g  R ichm ond  
and G osport just as w ell as o th e r people ;
b u t knew  also th e  pow er show n th ro u g h  
these faults, to a degree quite w onderfu l 
for a boy ;— it being  m y ch ie f recrea­
tion, after G reek  or tr ig o n o m etry  in th e
nursery-study, to go dow n and feast on
m y G ospo rt.
A nd so, after C hristm as, I w en t back 
to  O xford  fo r the  last push , in January  
1840, and did very steady w ork  w ith  
G ordon , in St. A ldate’s ; *  the  sense th a t I 
was com ing  o f  age som ew hat increasing
the  feeling o f  responsibility for one’s tim e. 
O n  m y tw enty-first b irthday  m y  fa ther
b ro u g h t m e for a present the  d raw ing  o f
*  The street, named from its parish church, 
going down past Christ Church to the river. It 
was the regular course of a gentleman-commoner’s 
residence to be promoted from Peckwater to 
Tom Quad, and turned out into the street for 
his last term. I have no notion at this minute 
who St. Aldate was ;—-American visitors may be 
advised that in Oxford it will be expected of 
them to call him St. Old.
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W inchelsea, —  a curious choice, and an 
un lucky  one. T h e  thundrous sky and 
b roken  w h ite  lig h t o f  s to rm  round  the 
d istan t gate and scarcely visible church , 
w ere b u t too true  sym bols o f th e  tim e 
th a t was com ing  upon us ; b u t n e ith er he 
no r I w ere given to  reading om ens, or 
dreading them . I suppose he  had  been 
struck  by the  pow er o f  th e  draw ing, and 
he  always liked soldiers. I was disappointed, 
and saw for th e  first tim e clearly th a t m y 
fa ther’s joy  in  R ubens and Sir Joshua 
could never becom e sentient o f  T u rn e r ’s 
m icroscopic touch. B ut I was entirely  
grateful for his purpose, and very thankful 
to have any new  T u rn e r  d raw ing  w hatso ­
ever ; and as at hom e the G osport, so in 
St. A ldate’s th e  W inchelsea, was the  ch ie f 
recreation o f  m y fatigued hours.
T h is  T u rn e r  gift, how ever, was only 
com plim entary . T h e  sam e day m y fa ther 
transferred in to  m y nam e in  the stocks as 
m uch  as would, b ring  in a t least J T  200
a year, and w atched  w ith  som e anxiety
the  use I should  m ake o f  this first com ­
m and  o f  m oney. N o t  th a t I had  ever 
been under definite restriction ab o u t it : at 
O xford  I ran w h a t accounts w ith  the
tradesm en I liked, and th e  bills w ere sent 
in to m y m o th er w eekly ; the re  was never 
any difficulty o r d em ur on e ith e r side, and 
the re  was n o th ing  ou t o f  th e  com m on w ay 
in O xford  I w anted  to  buy, excep t the 
engraving  o f T u rn e r ’s G ran d  C anal, for 
m y room  w all,— and M onsieu r Jab o t, the  
first I ever saw o f  T o p ffe r’s rivalless cari­
catures, one day w h en  I h ad  a headache. 
F o r  any th ing  on  w h ich  m y state o r com fort 
in the  least depended, m y fa th e r was m ore 
disposed to be ex travagan t than  I ; bu t he 
h ad  always the m ost curious suspicion o f
m y taste for m inerals, and only the  year 
before, in th e  sum m er te rm , was entirely  
vexed and  discom fited a t m y giving eleven 
shillings for a piece o f  C ornish  chalcedony. 
T h a t  I never th o u g h t o f  buy ing  a m ineral
w ith o u t telling  h im  w h a t I had  paid for 
it, besides advising h im  duly o f  the fact, 
curiously m arks the in tim ate confidence 
betw een us : b u t alas, m y -respect for his 
ju d g m en t was a t this tim e by these 
littlenesses gradually  dim inished  ; and m y 
confidence in m y ow n painfully  m ani­
fested to h im  a very little  w hile  after 
he had  perm itted  m e the  above stated 
m easure o f  independence. T h e  T u rn e r  
draw ings h itherto  b o u g h t,— R ichm ond , G os­
po rt, W inchelsea,— w ere all supplied by 
M r. G riffith , an agent in  w hom  T u rn e r  
h ad  perfect confidence, and m y fa th e r none. 
B o th  w ere fatally w rong . H a d  T u rn e r
dealt s tra ig h t w ith  m y father, there  is no 
saying how  m u ch  happiness m ig h t have
com e o f  it for all th ree o f  us ; had  m y
father n o t been always afraid o f  being 
taken in by M r. G riffith , he  m ig h t at tha t 
tim e have b o u g h t som e o f  th e  loveliest
draw ings tha t T u rn e r  ever m ade, at entirely  
fair prices. B ut M r. G riffith ’s art-sales-
m anship  en tirely  offended m y fa th e r from  
th e  first, and the  best draw ings w ere always 
le t pass, because M r. G riffith  recom m ended 
them , w h ile  W inchelsea and  G ospo rt w ere 
both  b o u g h t —  am ong  o th e r reasons —  
because M r. G riffith  said they  w ere no t 
draw ings w h ich  w e o u g h t to have !
A m ong  those o f  purest quality  in his 
folios a t this tim e was one I especially 
coveted, th e  H arlech . T h e re  had  been a 
good deal o f  dealers’ yea and nay about 
it, w h e th e r it was for sale or no t ; it was a 
sm aller draw ing than  m ost o f  the  E ng land  
and W ales series, and th e re  w ere m any h in ts 
in the  m arke t abou t its being in iquitous in 
price. T h e  private view  day o f  the O ld 
W ate r C o lou r cam e ; and, arm  in arm  w ith  
m y father, I m et M r. G riffith  in th e  crow d. 
A fter the  p roper five m inutes o f  h o w  w e 
liked  th e  exh ib ition , he  tu rn ed  specially to 
me. ‘ I have some good new s for you, 
the  H arlech  is really for sale.’ ‘ I ’ll take 
it th e n ,’ I replied, w ith o u t so m uch  as a
glance at m y father, and w ith o u t asking 
th e  price. Sm iling a little  ironically, M r. 
G riffiths w en t on, ‘ A nd— seventy,’— im ply ­
ing  th a t seventy was a low  price, at 
once to ld  m e in answ er to m y confidence. 
B u t it was th irty  above the  W inchelsea, 
tw en ty -fou r above G osport, and m y fa ther 
was o f  course sure tha t M r. G riffiths had  
pu t tw en ty  pounds on at the  instant.
T h e  m ingled  g rie f and scorn on his 
face told m e w h at I had  done ; bu t I was 
too happy on pouncing  on m y H arlech  to 
feel for h im . A ll sorts o f  blindness and 
erro r on b o th  sides, bu t, on his side, 
inevitable, —  on m ine, m ore foolish than 
culpable ; fatal every w ay, beyond words.
I can scarcely understand m y eagerness 
and deligh t in  getting  the  H arlech  a t this 
tim e, because, du ring  the  w in ter, negotia­
tions h ad  been carried on in Paris for 
A dèle’s m arriage ; and, it does no t seem  
as i f  I had  been really so m uch  crushed 
by th a t event as I expected to be. T h ere
are expressions, how ever, in the foolish
diaries I began to w rite , soon after, o f
general disdain o f  life, and all th a t it
could in fu tu re  bestow  on me, w h ich  
seem  inconsistent w ith  ex trem e satisfaction 
in getting  a w ater-co lo u r d raw ing , sixteen 
inches by nine. B ut w hatever germ s o f  
be tte r th ings rem ained in m e, w ere then  
all centred  in this love o f  T u rn e r. I t
was no t a piece o f  pain ted  paper, b u t a 
W elsh  castle and village, and Snow don in 
b lue cloud, th a t I b o u g h t for m y seventy 
pounds. T h is  m ust have been in  the E aster 
holidays ; —  H arlec h  w as b ro u g h t hom e 
and safely installed in th e  d raw ing -room  
on the  o th e r side o f  th e  fireplace from  
m y ido l-n iche : and I w en t trium phan tly
back to  St. A ldate’s and W inchelsea.
In  spite o f  G ordon ’s w holesom e m odera- 
to rsh ip , th e  w o rk  had  com e by th a t tim e 
to h igh  pressure, un til tw elve a t n ig h t from  
six in th e  m orn ing , w ith  little  exercise, no 
cheerfulness, and no sense o f  any  use in
w h at I read, to m yself or anybody else : 
th ings progressing also sm ooth ly  in Paris, 
to th e  abyss. O ne evening, after G ordon
had  left m e, abou t ten o ’clock, a short
tick lin g  cough  surprised m e, because p re ­
ceded by a curious sensation in th e  th ro a t, 
and follow ed by a curious taste in the
m o u th , w h ich  I presently  perceived to be 
th a t o f  blood. I t  m ust have been on a 
Saturday o r Sunday evening, for m y father, 
as w ell as m y m other, was in the H ig h  
Street lodgings. I w alked round to them  
and to ld  th em  w hat had happened.
M y m other, an entirely  skilled physician 
in all form s o f  consum ptive disease, was 
no t frigh tened , b u t sent round  to  the
D eanery to ask leave for m e to  sleep out 
o f  m y lodgings. M o rn in g  consultations 
ended in ou r going up to tow n, and tow n 
consultations in m y being forbid any 
farther reading under pressure, and in the 
D ean ’s g iv ing  m e, w ith  m any grow ls, pe r­
m ission to pu t off tak ing  m y degree for
a year. D u rin g  the  m o n th  or tw o fol­
low ing , passed a t H e rn e  H ill, m y fa th e r’s 
d isappo in tm en t a t the  end o f  his hopes 
o f  m y ob ta in ing  distinction in O xford  was 
sorrow fully silenced by his anxiety  fo r m y 
life. O nce or tw ice th e  sh o rt cough , and 
m o u th -ta s te— it was no m ore— o f  blood, 
re tu rned  ; bu t m y m o th e r steadily m a in ­
tained  the re  was no th in g  serious th e  m atter, 
and  th a t I only w an ted  rest and fresh air. 
T h e  doctors, alm ost unanim ously ,— Sir Jam es 
C larke excepted ,— gave g loom ier views. Sir 
Jam es cheerfu lly , b u t decidedly, ordered 
m e abroad before au tum n, to be as m uch  
in  open  carriages as possible, and to w in te r 
in Italy .
A nd  M r. T e lfo rd  consented to  sit in 
th e  coun ting -house , and the  clerks p ro ­
m ised to be d iligent ; and m y father, to 
w h o m  the  business w as n o th in g , b u t for 
m e, left his desk, and  all o th e r cares o f  
life, b u t th a t o f  nu rsing  me.
O f  his ow n feelings, h e  said little  ;
VOL. II .  5
m ine, in the sickly ferm entation o f  tem per 
I was in, w ere little  deserving o f  u tte r­
ance, describable indeed less as feelings 
than  as th e  w an t o f  them , in all w holesom e 
directions b u t one ;— m agnetic po in ting  to 
all presence o f  m aturai beauty , and to the 
poles o f  such art and science as in terp re ted  
it. M y  preparations for th e  jou rney  w ere 
m ade w ith  som e renew al o f  spirit ; m y 
m o th er was steadily, bravely, hab itually  
cheerful ; w hile m y father, capable to the  
u tm ost o f  every wise enjoym ent in travel­
ling , and m ost o f  all, o f  th a t in lovely 
landscape, had  some personal jo y  in the 
th o u g h t o f  seeing South  Italy . T h e  attacks 
o f  th e  th ro a t cough  seem ed to have 
ceased, and  the  line o f  ou r jou rney  began 
to be p lanned w ith  some o f the  old 
exultation.
T h a t w e m ig h t no t go th ro u g h  Paris, 
the  route was arranged by R ouen and th e  
Loire to  T ours, then  across F rance by 
A uvergne, and dow n th e  R hone to
A vignon ; thence, by th e  R iv iera and 
F lo rence , to th e  South .
“  A nd  is there to  be no m ore O x ­
ford ? ” asks F ronde , a little  reproachfu lly , 
in a recent le tte r concern ing  these m em o ­
randa ; for he was a t O rie l w h ile  I was 
at C h ris t C h u rch , and does n o t th in k  I 
have given an exhaustive view  e ith e r o f  
th e  studies o r m anners o f  th e  U niversity  
in our day.
N o , dear friend. I have no space in 
this story to  describe th e  advantages I  
never used ; no r does m y ow n failure 
give m e r ig h t to b lam e, even w ere th e re  
any use in  b lam ing , a system now  passed 
away. O xford  ta u g h t m e as m u ch  G reek  
and L atin  as she cou ld  ; and  th o u g h  I 
th in k  she m ig h t also have to ld  m e th a t 
fritillaries grew  in Iffley m eadow , it was 
be tte r th a t she left m e to  find th em  
for myself, th an  th a t she should  have 
told m e, as now adays she w ould , th a t the  
pain ting  on th em  was only to am use the
m idges. F o r  the  rest, th e  w hole tim e I 
was there, m y m ind  was sim ply in thé 
state o f  a squash before ’tis a peascod,—
and rem ained so yet a year or tw o
afterw ards, I grieve to say ;— so th a t for
any account o f  m y real life, the  gossip 
h ith e rto  given to its codling  or cocoon 
condition  has b ro u g h t us b u t a little  way. 
I m ust get on to th e  days o f  opening 
sigh t, and effective labour ; and to the 
scenes o f  nobler education w h ich  all m en, 
w ho  keep the ir hearts open, receive in 
th e  E nd  o f  Days.
C H A P T E R  II .
ROME.
T T O W E V E R  dearly b o u g h t, the  per- 
A A  m ission to  cease reading, and  p u t 
w h a t s treng th  was left in to  m y ske tch ­
ing  again, gave hea lthy  stim ulus to all
faculties w h ich  had  been latently  p ro ­
gressive in  m e ; and the  sketch-books 
and rulers w ere p repared  for this jou rney
on h ith erto  unexam pled  stateliness o f
system .
I t  had  chanced , in the  spring  o f  the  
year, th a t D avid  R oberts had  b ro u g h t 
hom e and exh ib ited  his sketches in E g y p t 
and th e  H o ly  L and. T h ey  w ere the  
first studies ever m ade conscientiously 
by an E nglish  pain ter, no t to exh ib it 
his ow n skill, or m ake capital ou t ó f
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his subjects, b u t to give true po rtra itu re  
o f  scenes o f  historical and religious in te­
rest. T h ey  w ere faithfu l and laborious 
beyond any outlines from  natu re  I had 
ever seen, and I  felt also th a t their
severely restricted m ethod  was w ith in  reach 
o f  m y ow n skill, and applicable to all m y 
ow n purposes.
W ith  R oberts’ deficiencies or m annerism  
I  have here no concern. H e  tau g h t
m e, o f  absolute good, the  use o f  the
fine po in t instead o f  the b lu n t one ;
a tten tion  and indefatigable correctness in 
detail ; and th e  sim plest m eans o f  ex­
pressing ordinary lig h t and shade on  grey 
ground, flat w ash for the full shadows, 
and he igh ten ing  o f  the gradated lights 
by w arm  w hite .
I tried  these adop ted  principles first
in th e  courtyard  o f  the  C hateau  de Blois : 
and cam e in to papa and m am m a de­
claring  th a t ‘ P ro u t w ou ld  give his ears 
to m ake such a d raw ing  as th a t.’
W ith  som e tru th  and m odesty, I m ig h t 
have said h e  ‘ w ould  have changed  
eyes w ith  m e ; ’ for P ro u t’s m an n er was 
gravely restric ted  by his nearness o f  sight. 
B ut also this Blois sketch show ed some 
daw ning  notions o f  grace in  p ropo rtion , 
and largeness o f  effect, w h ich  enabled 
m e for th e  first tim e th a t year, to 
render con tinen ta l subjects w ith  ju s t ex­
pression o f  th e ir  character and scale, and 
w ell-rounded  solidification o f  pillars and 
sculpture.
T h e  last days o f  the sum m er w ere w ell 
spent a t A m boise, T o u rs , A ubusson, P o n t 
G ibaud , and Le P uy  ; b u t as w e em erged  
into the  R h one valley, au tu m n  broke 
angrily  on u s; and th e  jo u rn ey  by 
V alence to A vignon was all m ade gloom y 
by th e  ravage o f  a ju s t past inundation , 
o f  w h ich  th e  m ain mass a t M o n te lim ar 
had risen from  six to e igh t feet in  the 
streets, and the slim e rem ained, instead 
o f  fields, over— I fo rge t in fact, and  can
scarcely venture to conceive,— w hat ex tent 
o f  plain. T h e  R hone , th ro u g h  these vast 
gravelly levels a m ere driving w eigh t 
o f  discoloured w ater ;— the A lps, on the 
o ther side, now  in late au tu m n  snowless 
up to the ir low er peaks, and show ing  few  
em inen t ones ;— the bise, now  first le tting  
one feel w h a t m alignan t w ind  could be,—  
m ig h t, perhaps, all be m ore depressing to 
m e in m y then  state o f  tem per ; b u t I have 
never cared to  see th e  low er R h one  any 
m ore ; and to  m y love o f  cottage ra ther than  
castle, added at this tim e ano ther strong 
m oral principle, th a t i f  ever one was 
m etam orphosed  into a river, and could 
choose one’s ow n size, i t  w ould  be out 
o f  all doubt m ore p ruden t and deligh tfu l 
to be T ees or W harfe  than  R hone.
A nd then , for th e  first tim e, a t Frejus, 
and  on th e  Esterelle and th e  W estern 
R iviera, I saw som e initial le tters o f  
Ita ly , as distinct from  L om bardy ,— Italy  
o f  the  stone pine and orange and palm ,
w h ite  villa and  b lue sea; and saw it w ith  
r ig h t ju d g m en t, as a w reck , and  a viciously 
neg lected  one.
I don’t th in k  the  reader has yet been 
inform ed th a t I inherited  to the  full m y 
m o th e r’s love o f  tidiness and cleanliness ; so 
th a t quite one o f  the m ost poetical charm s 
o f  Sw itzerland to  m e, n ex t to  h e r  w h ite  
snows, was her w h ite  sleeves. Also I had  
m y fa th e r’s love o f  solidity and sound­
ness,— o f unveneered, u n rouged , and w ell 
finished th ings ; and  'h e re  on the  R iviera 
there w ere lem ons and palm s, yes,— but 
th e  lem ons pale, and  m ostly  skin ; the 
palm s no t m uch  la rger than  parasols ; the 
sea— blue, yes, b u t its beach nasty ; the 
build ings, pom pous, luxurious, pain ted  like 
G rim ald i,— usually broken dow n at the 
ends, and in th e  m iddle, hav ing  sham  
architraves daubed over w indow s w ith  no 
glass in them  ; th e  rocks shaly and 
ragged, th e  people filthy : and over every­
th ing , a coat o f  plaster dust.
I was in a bad h u m o u r ? Yes, bu t every­
th in g  I have described is as I say, for 
all th a t ; and th o u g h  the  last tim e I was 
at Ses tri /  w anted  to stay there, th e  ladies 
w ith  m e w o u ld n ’t and cou ldn’t, because o f  
th e  filth  o f  the  inn ; and  th e  last tim e 
I was a t G enoa, 1882, m y w alk  round  
th e  ram parts was only to study w hat u g li­
nesses o f  plants liked to g row  in dust, and 
craw l, like the lizards, in to  clefts o f  ruin.
A t G enoa I saw then  for the  first tim e 
th e  circular P ietà by M ichael A ngelo, 
w h ich  was m y initiation in all Italian  art. 
F o r at this tim e I understood  no jo t  o f  
Ita lian  pain ting , bu t only R ubens, V andyke, 
and V elasquez. At G enoa, I  did n o t even 
h u n t dow n th e  V andykes, b u t w en t in to  
th e  confused frontage o f  th e  city  a t its po rt, 
(no traversing b lank  quay b lock ing  o u t the 
sea, then ,) and drew  th e  crescent o f  houses 
round  the  harbour, borne on th e ir ancient 
arches ;— a noble subject, and one o f  the 
best sketches I ever made.
F ro m  G enoa, m ore happy  jo u rn ey  by 
th e  E astern  R iviera began to restore m y 
spring  o f  heart. I am  ju s t in tim e, in 
w ritin g  these m em ories, to catch  th e  vision 
o f  th e  crossing M ag ra , in  old tim e, and 
some o f  the  o ther m oun tain  stream s o f  th e  
tw o R ivieras.
I t  seems unbelievable to m yself, as I set 
it dow n, b u t there  w ere then  only narrow  
m ule bridges over th e  g rea ter stream s on 
e ith er side o f  w h ich  w ere g rouped the 
villages, w here th e  river slackened beh ind  
its sea bar. O f  course, in the  large tow ns, 
A lbenga, Savona, V en tim ig lia , and so on, 
there  w ere p roper bridges ; bu t a t th e  in te r­
m ediate ham lets (and th e  torrents round 
w hose em bouchures they  grew  w ere often 
form idable), the country  people trusted to 
the  slack o f  the  w ate r a t th e  bar, and 
its frequen t failure a lto g e th e r in sum m er, 
for traverse o f  th e ir  ow n carrioles : and
h ad  ne ither m ind nor m eans to build  
W aterloo  bridges for the  convenience o f
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E ng lish  carriages and four. T h e  E nglish  
carriage go t across the  shingle how  it 
could ; the  boys o f  the  village, i f  the  
horses could no t pull it th ro u g h , h a r­
nessed them selves in fron t ; and in w indy 
w eather, w ith  deep w ater on the  inside o f  
the  bar, and blue breakers on the  other, 
one really began som etim es to th in k  o f  
the  slackening w heels o f  P haraoh .
I t  chanced th a t there w ere tw o days o f  
rain as w e passed the  W este rn  R iv iera  ; 
there was a h o t n ig h t at A lbenga before 
they cam e on, and m y father w ro te—  
w hich  was ex trem ely  w rong  o f h im — a 
parody o f  ‘ W oe is m e, A lham a,’ the  re­
frain being instead, ‘ W oe is m e, A lb en g a ’; 
th e  M oorish  m inarets o f  th e  old tow n 
and its Saracen legends, I suppose, having 
b ro u g h t ‘ th e  M oorish  K ing rode up  and 
dow n ’ into his head. T h e n  the rain, 
w ith  w ild  sirocco, cam e on ; and som e­
w here  near Savona there was a pause 
at the b rink  o f  one o f  the  stream s, in
ra th e r angry  flood, and  som e question if  
th e  carriage could  get th ro u g h . Loaded, 
it cou ld  no t, and everybody was ordered 
to get ou t and be carried across, the 
carriage to follow , in such shifts as it 
m ig h t. E verybody obeyed these orders, 
and subm itted  to the  national custom s 
w ith  g reat h ilarity , except m y m o ther, 
w ho  absolutely refused to be carried  in 
th e  arm s o f  an Ita lian  ragged opera hero , 
m ore o r less resem bling  the  figures w hom  
she had  seen carry ing  off into the  m o u n ­
tains th e  terrified T ag lio n i, o r G erito . 
O u t o f  the  carriage she w ould  no t m ove, 
on any so lic ita tion ;— if  they  could  pull the 
carriage th ro u g h , they  could pull h e r too, 
she said. M y  fa ther was alike alarm ed and 
angry , b u t as the  surrounding  opera corps 
de ballet seem ed to look  on the  w hole 
th in g  ra th e r as a je st and  an occasion for 
bajocco gathering , than  any crisis o f  fate, 
m y m other had her w ay ; a good team  o f 
bare-legged  youngsters was p u t to , and
she and the  carriage entered th e  stream  
w ith  shouting. T w o -th ird s  th ro u g h , the  
sand was soft, and horses and boys stopped 
to  breathe. T h e re  was another, and really 
now  serious, rem onstrance w ith  m y m other, 
w e being all nervous abou t quicksands, 
as if  it had  been th e  m iddle o f  Lancaster 
Bay. B u t stir she w ould  n o t;  the  horses 
got th e ir w ind  again, and the  boys the ir 
w ay, and w ith  m u ch  w h ip  crack ing  and 
splashing, carriage and dam a Inglese w ere 
victoriously dragged to dry  land, w ith  
general p rom otion  o f  good w ill betw een 
the  tw o  nations.
O f  th e  passage o f  M agra , a day or tw o 
afterw ards, m y m em ory  is vague as its ow n 
waves. T h e re  w ere all sorts o f  paths 
across th e  trac t o f  troubled  shingle, and 
I was th in k in g  o f  the  C arrara m ountains 
beyond, all th e  w hile. M ost o f  the  stream s 
fordable easily enough  ; a p lank o r tw o, 
loosely p ropped  w ith  a heap o f  stones, for 
p ier and buttress, replaced after every storm ,
served the  foot passenger. T h e  m ain  stream  
could ne ither be b ridged  no r forded, b u t 
was clum sily ferried, and  a t one place 
m y  m o th e r had  no choice really bu t 
betw een  w ad ing  o r being carried. She 
suffered th e  ind ign ity , I th in k  w ith  som e 
feeling o f  its being  a consequence o f  the  
F ren ch  R evolution, and rem ained  cross all 
the  w ay to C arrara.
W e w ere going  on to M assa to sleep, 
bu t had  tim e to stop and w alk  up the  
dazzling  w h ite  road to  th e  low er quarry , 
and even to look  in to  one or tw o  ‘ stud ios,’ 
— beginnings o f  m y  fixed con tem p t for 
room s so called, ever since. N evertheless, 
partly  in m y fa th e r’s sense o f  w h at was 
k ind  and p roper to be done,— partly  by way 
o f  buy ing  ‘ a trifle from  M atlo ck ,’— and 
partly  because he  and I  b o th  liked the  
fancy o f  th e  group, w e b o u g h t a tw o - 
fee t-h ig h  ‘ Bacchus and A riadne,’ copied 
from  I know  no t w h a t (w e supposed 
classic) original, and w ith  as m u ch  a rt in
it as usually goes to a F ren ch  tim epiece. 
I t  rem ained long  on a pedestal in the 
library  at D enm ark  H ill, till it go t 
sm oked, and was p u t o u t o f  the  way.
W ith  the passage o f  the M agra, and 
the  purchase o f  th e  Bacchus and  A riadne, 
to rem ain for a sort o f  m o n u m en t o f  the 
tw o-feet h ig h  know ledge o f classic a rt then  
possessed by m e, ended the  state o f  m ind 
in w hich  m y notions o f  sculpture lay
betw een C han trey  and R oubilliac. Across 
M agra  I felt th a t I was in Ita ly  proper ; 
the  n ex t day w e drove over th e  bridge 
o f  Serchio in to  Lucca.
I am  w rong  in saying I ‘ felt,’ t i m i ,  I 
was in Ita ly  proper. I t  is only in look ­
ing  back th a t I can m ark  the  exact
po in t w here  th e  tide began to tu rn  for 
m e ; and to tal ignorance o f  w h at early 
C hristian  a rt m eant, and o f  w h a t living 
scu lp ture m eant, w ere first pierced by
vague w onder and em barrassed aw e, at 
th e  new m ystery round  m e. T h e  effect
o f  L ucca on m e a t this tim e is now  
qu ite  confused w ith  th e  far g rea ter one 
in  1845. N o t so th a t o f  the  first sigh t 
o f  P isa, w here  th e  solem nity  and  purity  
o f  its arch itectu re  im pressed m e deeply ; 
— yet chiefly in connection w ith  Byron 
and Shelley. A  m asked b ro th e r o f  the  
M isericordia first m e t us in th e  cathedral 
o f  L ucca ; bu t th e  possible occurrence o f  
th e  dark  figures in th e  open sun ligh t 
o f  th e  streets added greatly  to  the  im a­
ginative effect o f  P isa on m y then  
nervous and depressed fancy. I drew  the  
Spina C hapel w ith  the  P o n te -a -M are  
beyond, very usefully and w ell ; bu t the  
languor o f  the  m uddy  A rno as against 
Reuss, o r Genevoise R h o n e , m ade m e 
suspect all past or fu tu re description of 
Ita lian  rivers. S ingularly, I never saw 
A rno in full flood till 1882, nor under­
stood till then  th a t all the  rivers o f  
Ita ly  are m oun tain  torrents. I  am  asham ed, 
myself, to read, b u t feel i t  an inevitable
duty  to  p rin t, the  piece o f  diary w h ich  
records m y  first im pression o f  Florence.
‘N ovem ber 13th, 1840. I have ju s t been 
w alk ing , o r sauntering , in th e  square o f  
the  statues, the  air perfectly balm y ; and 
I shall no t soon forget, I hope, the  im ­
pression left by this square as it opened 
from  th e  river, w ith  the  enorm ous mass 
o f  tow er above,— or o f  th e  D u o m o  itself. 
I had  not expected any mass o f  a church , 
ra th e r  so m eth in g  graceful, like L a  Salute 
a t Venice ; and, luckily , com ing  on it at 
the  south-east angle, w here  the gallery 
round the  dom e is com plete , go t nearly 
run  over before I recovered from  the 
stun  o f  the  effect. N o t th a t it is good 
as a rch itec tu re  even in  its ow n barbarous 
style. I cannot tell w h a t to th in k  o f  
it ; b u t the  w ealth  o f  ex terior m arble is 
quite overw helm ing, and the  m otion  o f  
m agnificent figure in m arb le  and bronze 
abou t the  great square, th rilling .
‘ N ov. 15th. I still cannot m ake up
m y m ind abou t this place, th o u g h  m y 
present feelings are o f  grievous d isappoin t­
m ent. T h e  galleries, w h ich  I w alked  
th ro u g h  yesterday, are im pressive enough  ; 
b u t I h ad  as soon be in the  British 
M useum , as far as en joym ent goes, except 
for th e  R aphaels. I can understand  no th ing  
else, and n o t m u ch  o f  t h e m !
A t F lorence then , this tim e, th e  N ew - 
g a te -lik e  palaces w ere righ tly  hatefu l to 
m e ; th e  old shop and  m arket-stree ts  righ tly  
pleasant ; th e  inside o f  th e  D uom o  a
ho rro r, th e  outside a C hinese puzzle . All 
sacred a rt,— frescoes, tem pera, w h a t not, 
m ere zero, as they w ere to  the  Italians
them selves ; the  coun try  round , dead wall 
and dusty olive ;— the w hole, a provoca­
tion  and  weariness, except for one m aster, 
M . A ngelo.
I saw a t once in h im  th a t there was
em otion and h u m an  life, m ore than  in 
the  G reeks ; and a severity and m eaning  
w hich  w ere not in R ubens. E verybody
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about m e sw earing th a t M ichael A ngelo 
was the  finest th in g  in th e  w orld , I was 
ex trem ely  p ro u d  o f  being pleased w ith  
h im  ; confirm ed greatly  in m y notion 
o f  m y ow n infallibility , and w ith  help  o f  
R ogers in th e  L orenzo  C hapel, and long  
sittings and standings about th e  Bacchus 
in the  Uffizii, progressed greatly  and vitally 
in M ichael-A ngelesque directions. B u t I 
at once pronounced  the knife g rinder in 
th e  T rib u n e  a vulgar nuisance, as I do 
still ; th e  Venus de M edicis, an unin­
teresting  little person ; R aphae l’s St. Jo h n , 
a piece o f  b lack  bom bast ; and the  Uffizii 
collection in  general, an unbecom ing m edley, 
got toge ther by people w ho  knew  no th ing , 
and cared less than  n o th in g ,*  abou t the 
arts. O n  the  w hole, w hen  I last w alked 
th ro u g h  the  U ffizii in  1882 I was p re ­
cisely o f  th e  same opinion, and proud  o f 
hav ing  arrived a t it so quickly. I t  was
* That is, cared the wrong way,— liked them 
for their meanest skills, and worst uses.
not to be expected o f  m e a t th a t tim e 
to  like e ither A ngelico o r Botticelli ; 
and i f  I had, th e  up p er corridor o f  the 
U ffizii was an entirely  vile and con­
tem ptib le  place w herein  to see th e  g reat 
M adonna o f  the one, o r th e  Venus 
M arina  o f  the  o the r. B o th  w ere then  
in the ou te r passage from  th e  entrance 
to th e  T rib u n e .
T hese  conclusions being  com fortab ly  
arrived at, I sate m y se lf  dow n  in  the 
m iddle o f  the P on te  V ecchio , and  m ade 
a very true and valuable sketch o f  the 
general perspective o f  its shops and the 
build ings beyond, look ing  tow ards the 
D uom o. I seem  to  have had  tim e or 
w ill for no m ore in F lorence ; th e  M e r­
cato V ecchio was too crow ded  to w o rk  
in, and th e  carving o f  the  D u o m o  could 
n o t be disengaged from  its colour. H o p e ­
ful, b u t now  som ew hat doubtfu l, o f  finding 
th ings m ore to  our m ind  in the  south , we 
drove th ro u g h  the P o rta  R om ana.
Siena, R adicofani, V iterbo , and the 
fo u rth  day, R om e ;— a gloom y journey , 
w ith  g loom ier rests. I had  a bad w eary 
headache at Siena ; and th e  cathedral 
seem ed to m e every w ay absurd— over­
cu t, over-striped, over-crocketed, over- 
gabled, a piece o f  costly confectionery, 
and faithless vanity. In  the  m ain it is 
so ; th e  pow er o f  Siena was in her old 
cathedral, l i e r  E dw ard  the Confessor’s 
W estm inster. Is the  ru in  o f  it  yet 
spared ?
T h e  volcanic desert o f  Radicofani, w ith 
gathering  storm , and an om inously Æ olian  
keyhole in a vile inn , rem ained long to 
all o f  us a terrific m em ory. A t V iterbo 
I was better, and m ade a sketch  o f  
the convent on one side o f  the square, 
righ tly  felt and done. O n  the  fou rth  
day papa and m am m a observed w ith  
trium ph , th o u g h  m u ch  w orried  by the  
jo ltin g , th a t every m ile nearer R om e the  
road go t w orse !
M y  stock o f  L atin  learning, w ith  w h ich  
to beg in  m y studies o f  th e  city, consisted 
o f  the  tw o first books o f  Livy, never
w ell know n, and th e  nam es o f  places
rem em bered  w ith o u t ever look ing  w here  
they  w ere on a m ap  ; Juvenal, a page 
or tw o  o f  T ac itu s, and in  V irg il the
bu rn ing  o f  T ro y , th e  story o f  D ido,
the  episode o f  Euryalus, and the last 
battle. O f  course, I  had  nom inally  read 
the  w hole Æ neid , bu t th o u g h t m ost o f  
it nonsense. O f  la ter R om an  h istory , 
I  had  read E nglish  abstracts o f  the im ­
perial vices, and supposed th e  m alaria in 
the C am pagna to be th e  consequence o f  
the  Papacy. I had  never heard  o f  a 
good R om an  em pero r, or a good pope ; 
was no t qu ite  sure w h e th e r  T ra jan  lived 
before C h ris t or after, and  w ou ld  have 
thanked , w ith  a sense o f  relieved satis­
faction, anybody w ho m ig h t have told 
m e th a t M arcus A ntoninus was a R om an 
philosopher contem porary  w ith  Socrates.
T h e  first sight o f  St. P e te r’s dom e, 
tw en ty  m iles away, was little m ore to
any o f  us than  th e  apparition  o f  a 
grey m ilestone, announcing  tw enty  miles 
yet o f  stony road before rest. T h e  
first sluggish  reach o f  T ib e r, w ith  its
m ud  shore and ochreous w ater, was a 
quite  vile and saddening s igh t to m e ,—  
as com pared w ith  breezy tide o f  T ham es, 
seen from  N anny  C low sley’s. T h e  P iazza 
del P opo lo  was as fam iliar to m e, from  
paintings, as C heapside, and m u ch  less 
interesting. W e  w en t, o f  course, to some 
hote l in th e  P iazza di Spagna, and I
w ent to bed tired  and sulky a t finding
m yself in a b ig  street o f  a b ig  m odern 
tow n , w ith  n o th ing  to draw , and no end 
o f  things to be bo thered  w ith . N e x t day, 
w aking  refreshed, o f  course I said, ‘ I am  
in R om e,’ after M r. R ogers ; and accom ­
panied papa and m am m a, w ith  a tinge o f  
curiosity, to St. P e te r’s.
M ost people and books had  told m e I
should  be d isappointed in its appearance 
o f  size. B ut I have no t vainly boasted 
m y h ab it and faculty  o f  m easuring m ag­
nitudes, and there  w as no question  to 
m e h o w  big  it was. T h e  characters 
I was not prepared  for w ere th e  clum sy 
dulness o f  the  façade, and  th e  en tirely  
vile taste and vapid design o f  th e  in ­
terior. W e w alked  round it, saw th e  
m osaic copies o f  pictures w e did no t care 
for, th e  pom pous tom bs o f  people w hose 
nam es w e did not know , go t ou t to  the 
fresh air and fountains again w ith  infinite 
sense o f  relief, and never again w en t near 
the  place, any o f  us, except to  hear m usic, 
or see processions and paraphernalia.
So w e w en t hom e to lu n ch , and o f  
course drove abou t the tow n  in the  after­
noon, and saw the F o ru m , C oliseum , and 
so on. I had  no distinct idea w h at the  
F o ru m  was or ever had  been, or h o w  the 
th ree  pillars, o r the  seven, w ere connected 
w ith  it, or the  A rch  o f  Severus, standing
w ithou t any road underneath , o r th e  
ragged b lock o f  buildings above, w ith  the ir 
tow er o f  th e  com m onest possible e igh teen th  
cen tu ry  type. T h e re  was, how ever, one 
ex trem e good in all th is, th a t I saw th ings, 
w ith  w hatever faculty was in m e, exactly  
for w h at they  w ere ; and th o u g h  m y 
religious instruction, as aforesaid, led m e to 
suppose the m alaria in the  C am pagna was 
the consequence o f  the  Papacy , th a t did no t 
in th e  least affect m y clear and invincible 
perception th a t the  outline o f  Soracte was 
good, and the outlines o f  tufo and pozzolana 
foregrounds bad, w h e th e r it was Papal or 
P ro testan t pozzolana. W h a t the  F o ru m  
or C apitol had  been, I did not in the 
least c a re ; the  pillars o f  the  F o ru m  I 
saw  w ere on a sm all scale, and the ir 
capitals rudely  carved, and the  houses 
above th em  n o th in g  like so in teresting as 
th e  side o f  any close in the  ‘ A uld  toun  ’ 
o f  E d inbu rgh .
H av ing  ascertained these general facts
ab o u t the  city and its ruins, I had  to  begin 
m y gallery w ork . O f  course all th e  great 
religious pain tings, P e ru g in o ’s an techam ber, 
A ngelico’s chapel, and the  w hole low er 
story o f  the  Sis tine, w ere entirely  useless 
to  me. N o  soul ever bade m e look a t 
th em , and I had  no sense yet to find 
th em  ou t fo r m yself. E verybody to ld  m e 
to look  a t th e  ro o f o f  the Sistine chapel, 
and  I liked  it ; b u t everybody also told 
m e to look  a t R ap h ae l’s T ransfiguration , 
and D om en ich ino ’s St. Je ro m e ; w h ich  also 
I did a tten tively , as I was bid, and p ro ­
nounced— w ith o u t th e  sm allest hesitation—  
D om en ich in o ’s a bad p ic tu re, and R aphae l’s 
an ugly  one ; and thenceforw ard  paid  no 
m ore a tten tion  to w hat anybody said, 
(unless I happened  to agree w ith  it) on 
th e  subject o f  painting.
Sir Jo sh u a ’s verdict on the Stanze was 
a different m atte r, and I studied th em  long 
and carefully, ad m ittin g  a t once th a t there 
was m ore in th em  than  I was the  least
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able to see or understand, b u t decisively 
ascertaining th a t they could not give me 
the least pleasure, and contained a m ix tu re  
o f  Paganism  and Papacy w ho lly  incon­
sistent w ith  th e  religious instruction I had  
received in W alw orth .
H av ing  laid these foundations o f  fu tu re
study, I never afterw ards had  occasion 
seriously to interfere w ith  them . D o - 
m enichino is always spoken o f— as long
as, in deference to Sir Joshua , I nam e 
h im  at all— as an en tirely  bad p a in ter ; 
the Stanze, as never giving, or likely to
give, anybody in  a healthy  state o f  m in d ,—  
th a t is to say, desirous o f know ing  w h at 
sibyls w ere really like, or h o w  a G reek  con­
ceived the  M uses,— the slightest pleasure ; 
and the  opposition o f  the  Parnassus to the 
D isputa, show n, in the ‘ Stones o f  V enice,’ * 
to foretell the fall o f  C atholic  T heo logy .
* I have authorized the republication of this 
book in its original text and form, chiefly for 
the sake of its clear, and the reader will find,
T h e  m ain w onders o f  R om e thus taken  
stock  of, and th e  course o f  m ino r s igh t­
seeing begun , we th o u g h t it tim e to  present 
a le tte r o f  in troduction  w h ich  H e n ry  A cland 
had  given m e to  M r. Joseph  Severn.
A lth o u g h  in the  large octavo volum e 
con ta in ing  th e  w orks o f  C oleridge, Shelley, 
and  Keats, w h ich  so often lay on m y 
n iche-tab le  a t H e rn e  H ill, th e  K eats part 
h ad  never a ttrac ted  m e, and always p u z ­
zled, I had  got quite enough  perception o f  
his natural pow er, and  felt enough  reg re t 
for his death , to m ake m e w ait w ith  
reverence on his guard ian  friend. I fo rget 
exactly w here  M r. Severn lived a t th a t 
tim e, b u t his door was a t the  r ig h t o f  
th e  landing at th e  top  o f  a long flight 
o f  squarely reverting  stair,— broad, to abou t 
th e  span o f  an E ng lish  lane th a t w ould  
allow  tw o carts to pass ; and  broad-stepped
wholly incontrovertible, statement of the deadly 
influence of Renaissance Theology on the Arts 
in Italy, and on the religion of the World,
also, its gentle incline attained by some 
three inches o f  fall to a foot o f  flat. 
U p  this I was advancing slow ly,— it being- 
forbidden m e ever to strain breath ,— and 
was w ith in  eighteen  or tw en ty  steps o f
M r. Severn’s door, w hen  it opened, and 
tw o gen tlem en  cam e out, closed it beh ind  
th em  w ith  an expression o f  excluding the 
w orld for everm ore from  th a t side o f  the  
house, and began to descend the  stairs to 
m eet m e, ho ld ing  to m y left. O ne was 
a ra th e r short, rub icund , serenely beam ing 
person ; the  o ther, no t m uch  taller, bu t 
paler, w ith  a beautifu lly  m odelled forehead, 
and ex trem ely  vivid, th o u g h  kind , dark
eyes.
T h ey  looked hard  a t m e as they  passed, 
bu t in m y usual shyness, and also because 
I have held  it a first principle o f  m anners
n o t to w aylay people ;— above all, no t to
stop th em  w hen  they are going out, I 
m ade no sign, and leaving them  to descend 
the reverting  stair in peace, clim bed, at
still slackening pace, th e  rem ain ing  steps to 
M r. Severn’s door, and left m y card and 
le tte r  o f  in troduction  w ith  the  servant, w ho 
to ld  m e he had  ju s t gone out. H is  d ark ­
eyed com panion  was G eorge R ichm ond , to 
w h o m , also, A cland h ad  given m e a le tter. 
B o th  M r. Severn and he cam e im m ediately  
to see us. M y  fa ther and  m o th e r’s qu ie t 
o u t-o f-the-w ayness at first in terested, soon 
pleased, and  at last w on th em , so com ­
pletely, th a t before C hristm as cam e, ou t o f  
all people in R o m e they  chose us to eat 
th e ir C hristm as d inner w ith . M u ch  m ore 
for m y fa ther’s sake and m o th e r’s, than  
m ine ; n o t th a t they  w ere uninterested  
in m e also, bu t as m y  ways o f  o u t-o f- 
the-w ayness w ere by no  m eans quiet, b u t 
perpetually  firing up under th e ir feet in 
little  splutters and spitfires o f  the  m ost 
appalling heresy ; and those no t only tro u ­
blesom e in im m ediate  crackle, b u t carried 
ou t in to  steady, and no t always refutable, 
objection to  nearly every th ing  sacred in
the ir sight, o f  th e  au tocratic  masters 
and au then tic  splendours o f  R o m e , the ir 
dialogues w ith  m e w ere ap t to resolve 
them selves in to  delicate disguises o f  neces­
sary rep ro o f ; and even w ith  m y father 
and m o th e r, in to  consultation as to w hat 
was best to be done to b ring  m e to 
any th ing  like  a r ig h t m ind . T h e  old 
people’s confidence in  t h e m  h ad  been 
unbounded  from  the first, in consequence 
o f  M r. Severn’s hav ing  said to M r. R ich ­
m ond  w hen  they m e t m e on the  stairs, 
‘ W h a t a poetical c o u n te n a n c e !’— and m y 
recently  fanatical m isbehaviour in the  affair 
o f  th e  H arlech , coupled w ith  m y now  
irrepressible im pertinences to R aphael and 
D om enich ino , began to give m e in m y 
parents’ eyes som eth ing  o f  the  d istant 
aspect o f  the  P rod igal Son.
T h e  w eigh t o f  adverse au thority  w h ich  
I had  thus to suppo rt was soon increased 
by the zeal o f  M r. R ich m o n d ’s younger 
b ro ther, T o m , w h o m  I found, on th e  first
occasion o f  m y visiting th em  in th e ir 
com m on studio, eagerly pa in ting  a torso 
w ith  shadow s o f  sm alt b lue , w h ic h , it was 
explained to m e, w ere afterw ards to  be 
glazed so as to  change into th e  flesh 
colour o f  T itia n . As I did n o t a t th a t 
tim e see any th ing  particu la r in th e  flesh 
co lour o f  T itia n , and  did n o t see the 
s ligh test p robab ility— if  th e re  w ere— o f 
its being im itab le  by th a t process, here 
was at once ano ther chasm  o f  separa­
tion opened betw een m y friends and m e, 
v irtually  never closed to the  end o f  tim e ; 
and  in  its im m ediately  volcanic effect, 
decisive o f  th e  m anner in w h ich  I spent 
th e  rest o f  m y tim e in R o m e and Italy . 
F o r , m ak ing  up m y m ind  thenceforw ard  
th a t the  sen tim ent o f R aphael and  tints 
o f  T itia n  w ere alike beyond m e, if  no t 
w holly  o u t o f  m y w ay ; and th a t the 
sculp ture galleries o f  the V atican w ere 
m ere bew ilderm en t and w orry , I took  the  
b it in m y teeth , and proceeded to sketch
w hat I could find in R om e to  represent 
in m y ow n w ay, b ring ing  in p rim arily ,—  
by w ay o f  defiance to R aphael, T itian , 
and th e  A pollo Belvidere all in one,—- 
a careful study o f  old clothes han g in g  out 
o f  old w indow s in the  Jew s’ quarter.
T h e  gaun tle t being thus th ro w n , the  
tw o M r. R ichm onds and m y fa th e r had 
n o th ing  for it b u t to am use them selves 
as best they could w ith  m y unclassical 
efforts, not, taken  on m y own term s, 
w ithou t interest. I did the best I could 
for th e  F o ru m , in a careful general view  ; 
a study o f  the aqueducts o f  the  C am pagna 
from  St. Jo h n  L ateran , and o f  the 
A  ventine from  the  Ponte R o tto , w ere 
extrem ely pleasant to m ost beholders ; 
and a t last even M r. R ichm ond was 
so far m ollified as to  ask m e to draw  
the  street o f  th e  T rin ità  di M on te  for 
h im , w ith  w h ich  he  had m any happy 
associations. T h e re  was ano ther practical 
chance for m e in life at th is crisis,— I
m ig h t have m ade th e  m ost precious 
records o f  all th e  cities in Ita ly . B u t 
all m y chances o f  being  any th in g  b u t 
w h a t I  am  w ere th ro w n  away, or 
b ro k en  short, one after ano ther. A n 
entirely  m ock ing  and m irage-co lou red  one, 
as it seem ed then , yet becam e, m any a 
year la ter, a great and beautifu l influence 
on  m y life.
B etw een m y P ro tes tan tism  and, as T o m  
R ich m o n d  r ig h tly  called it, P rou tism , I 
h ad  now  abjured R o m an  show s altogether, 
and  w as equally  rude and restive, w h e th e r  
I  was asked  to  go to  a ch u rch , a 
palace, o r a gallery ,— w hen  papa and 
m am m a began to  perceive som e daw n o f  
docility  in m e about go ing  to  hear 
m usical ch u rch  services. T h is  they  
natu ra lly  a ttribu ted  to m y  native taste 
fo r G regorian  chants, and m y  increasing 
ap titude  for m usical com position. B ut 
th e  fact was, th a t at services o f  this 
k in d  there was always a chance o f  seeing,
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at in tervals, above th e  bow ed heads o f  
th e  Ita lian  crow d , fo r an instan t o r tw o  
before she also stooped— or som etim es, 
em inent in h e r grace above a s tu n ted  
g roup  o f  th em ,— a fair E nglish g irl, 
w ho  was n o t only th e  adm itted  Q ueen  
o f  beauty  in th e  E n g lish  circle o f  th a t 
w in te r in  R om e, b u t was so, in the  
k ind  o f  beauty w h ich  I  h ad  only 
h ith e r to  dream ed o f  as possible, b u t 
never yet seen liv ing  : statuesque severity 
w ith  w om anly  sweetness jo ined . I don’t 
th in k  I ever succeeded in ge tting  nearer 
than  w ith in  fifty yards o f  h e r  ; b u t  she 
was th e  lig h t and solace o f  all the  
R om an  w in te r to m e, in  th e  m ere chance 
glim pses o f  h e r  far aw ay, and th e  hope 
o f  them .
M eantim e, m y fa ther, to w hom  ou r 
R om an  physician h ad  given an encourag­
ing  report o f  m e, recovered som e o f  his 
natural cheerfulness, and enjoyed, w ith  
his niece, w ho  if  n o t an en thusiastic,
was an indefatigable and a tten tive s ig h t-  
seeker and seer, every th ing  th a t R o m e
had to show  ; th e  m usical festas espe­
cially, w henever his cross-grained  boy 
consented, for M iss T  o llem ache’s secret 
sake, to go w ith  h im  ; w h ile  M r. Severn 
and  G eorge R ic h m o n d  becam e every day 
m ore k ind ly— nor, w e felt, w ith o u t real
pleasure to them selves— help fu l to  us all. 
N o  h a b i t u é  o f  the  b rig h tes t circles o f  
p resen t L ondon  Society w ill doub t th e  
priv ilege w e had  in b e tte r  and be tte r
kno w in g  G eorge R ichm ond . B u t there  
is no th in g  in  any circle th a t ever I
saw  or heard  of, like w h a t M r. Jo seph
Severn th en  was in R om e. H e  un d er­
stood everybody, native and foreign , civil 
and  ecclesiastic, in  w h a t w as nicest in 
th em , and  never saw any th in g  else than  
the nicest ; or saw  w h a t o th e r people
got angry  ab o u t as only a h u m o ro u s
p art o f  th e  na tu re  o f  th ings. I t  was 
the nature o f  th ings th a t th e  Pope
should  be at St. P e te r’s, and the  beggars 
on the P incian steps. H e  forgave the 
Pope his papacy, reverenced th e  beggar’s 
beard, and felt th a t alike the  steps o f  
the  P incian, and the A raceli, and the 
L ateran , and th e  C apito l, led to heaven, 
and everybody was going up, som ehow  ; 
b u t m ig h t be hap p y  w here they  were 
in the m eantim e. L ig h tly  sagacious, 
lovingly  h um orous, daintily  sentim ental, 
he  was in council w ith  the cardinals 
to -day , and  at p icn ic in C am pagna w ith  
th e  b righ test E ng lish  belles to -m o rro w  ; 
and caugh t th e  hearts o f  all in  the 
golden net o f  h is good w ill and good 
understanding , as i f  life w ere bu t for 
h im  the  ripp ling  chan t o f  his favourite 
song,—-
“  Gente, e qui l’uccellatore.”
C U M Æ .
T  N  m y needful and  fixed resolve to set 
th e  facts dow n continuously , leaving 
th e  reader to  his reflections on th em , I 
am  slipp ing  a little too fast over the  
surfaces o f  th ings ; and it  becom es a t this 
po in t desirable th a t I should know , or at 
least try  to guess, som eth ing  o f  w h a t the 
reader’s reflections a r e  !  and w h e th e r in the 
m ain he  is ge tting  a t the  sense o f  the 
facts I tell him .
Does h e  th in k  m e a lucky  or un lucky 
yo u th , I w onder ? C om m endable, on the 
w hole, and exem plary— or the  reverse ? 
O f  prom ising gifts— or m erely  g litte r o f  
m orn ing , to pass at noon ? I ask h im  
at this po in t, because several letters from
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pleased acquaintances have announced to 
m e, o f  late, tha t they  have obtained qu ite  
new  ligh ts upon m y character from  these 
jo ttin g s , and like m e m uch  better than  
they ever did before. W h ich  was not the  
least the effect I in tended to  produce on 
them  ; and w h ich  m oreover is the  exact 
opposite o f  the  effect on m y ow n m ind 
o f  m eeting  myself, by tu rn in g  back, face 
to face.
O n the contrary, I suffer g reat pain , and 
sham e, in perceiving w ith  be tte r k n o w ­
ledge th e  little  th a t I was, and the  m uch  
th a t I lost— o f tim e, chance, and— duty , 
(a duty  missed is the  w orst o f  loss) ; and 
I cannot in the least understand w hat 
m y acquaintances have found, in any th ing  
h itherto  told them  o f  m y  childhood, m ore 
am iable than  they  m ig h t have guessed 
o f  the au th o r o f  ‘ T im e  and T id e ,’ or 
‘ U n to  T h is  L ast.’ T h e  real fact being, 
w hatever they  m ake o f  it, tha t h itherto , 
and for a year or tw o on, yet, I was
sim ply a little  floppy and soppy tadpole, 
— little  m ore than  a stom ach w ith  a tail 
to it, flattening and w rigg ling  itse lf up 
the  crystal ripples and in  th e  pu re  sands 
o f  th e  sp ring -head  o f  you th .
B u t there w ere always good eyes in 
m e, and a good h ab it o f  keeping  head 
up  stream  ; and now  the  tim e was com ing  
w hen  I began to th in k  about help ing  
princesses by fetch ing  up th e ir  balls from  
th e  bo ttom  ; w hen  I go t a sudden glim pse 
o f  m yself, in the true shape o f  m e, ex­
trem ely  startling  and discouraging :— here, 
in R om e it was, tow ards the  C hristm as 
tim e.
A m ong  th e  living R om an arts o f  w h ich  
polite travellers w ere expected to carry 
specim ens hom e w ith  them , one o f  the 
prettiest used to be th e  cu tting  cam eos 
ou t o f  p in k  shells. W e bough t, according 
to custom , some coquillage o f  G ods and 
G races ; b u t the  cam eo cutters w ere also 
skilful in m ortal portra itu re , and papa
and m am m a, still expectant o f  m y future 
greatness, resolved to have m e carved in 
cameo.
I  had  always been content enough  w ith  
m y  fron t face in the glass, and h ad  never 
th o u g h t o f  contriv ing  vision o f  the  profile. 
T h e  cam eo finished, I saw at a glance to 
be w ell cu t ; b u t the im age it gave o f 
m e was no t to m y  m ind. I did not 
analyse its elem ents a t the  tim e, bu t 
shou ld  now  describe it as a G eorge the 
T h ird ’s penny, w ith  a halfpenny w orth  o f  
G eorge th e  F o u rth , the pride o f  A m urath  
th e  F ifth , and the tem per o f  e igh t little  
Lucifers in a sw ept lodging.
N o w  I knew  m yself p ro u d ; yes, and o f 
la te , sullen ; bu t did not in the least 
recognise pride or sulkiness for leading 
faults o f  m y nature. O n the  contrary, I 
knew  m yself w holly  reverent to  all real 
greatness, and w ho lly  good -hum oured—  
w hen  I go t m y ow n way. W h a t m ore 
can you expect o f  average boy, or beast ?
A nd it seem ed hard  to m e th a t only 
th e  excrescent faults, and by no means 
the  constant capacities, should  be set 
fo rth , carved by th e  p e tty  ju stice  o f  the 
practical cam eo. C oncern ing  w h ich , as 
also o ther la ter po rtra its  o f  m e, I w ill
be thus far p roud  as to  tell the  dis­
appointed spectator, once for all, th a t 
the  m ain good o f  m y face, as o f  m y
life, is in th e  eyes,— and only  in  those,
seen near ; th a t a very dear and wise 
F ren ch  friend also to ld  m e, a long  w hile  
after this, th a t the lips, th o u g h  not 
A polline, w ere k ind  : th e  G eorge the
T h ird  and F o u rth  character I recognise 
very definitely am ong m y people, as 
already noticed in m y cousin G eorge o f  
C roydon ; and o f  th e  shape o f  head, fore 
and aft, I have m y ow n opinions, b u t 
do no t th in k  it tim e, yet, to  tell them .
I th in k  it, how ever, quite tim e to 
say a little  m ore fully, no t only w h a t 
happened  to m e, now  o f  age, b u t w h a t
was i n  m e : to w h ich  end I p e rm it a
passage o r tw o  out o f  m y diary, w ritten  
for the first tim e this year w ho lly  for 
m y ow n use, and  note o f  th ings I saw 
and th o u g h t ; and ne ither to please papa, 
nor to be p rin ted ,— w ith  corrections,— by 
M r. H arrison .
I see, indeed, in tu rn ing  the  old 
leaves, th a t I have been a little  too 
m orose in m y record  o f  im pressions on 
the  R iviera. H e re  is a page m ore 
p leasant, giving first sight o f  a place 
afterw ards m u ch  im p o rtan t in m y life—  
the  p rom onto ry  o f  Sestri di Levante.
‘ Sestri, N ov . 4 th  (1840). V ery w et all 
m orn ing  ; m erely able to get the  four 
miles to this m ost lovely village, the 
clouds d rifting  like sm oke from  the 
hills, and h an g in g  in w reaths about the 
w h ite  churches on th e ir w oody slopes. 
K ep t in here till three, then  th e  clouds 
broke, and w e go t up the  w oody pro ­
m ontory  tha t overhangs the village. T h e
clouds w ere  rising g radually  from  the 
A pennines, fragm ents en tangled  here and 
there  in th e  ravines catch ing  the  level 
su n lig h t like so m any tongues o f  fire ; 
the dark  blue outline o f  the hills clear 
as crystal against a pale d istant purity  
o f  green sky, the  sun touch ing  here  and 
there  upon the ir turfy  precipices, and 
the  w h ite , square villages along the  
g u lp h  g leam ing  like silver to the 
no rth -w est ;— a mass o f  h ig h e r m ountain , 
p lung ing  dow n into broad valleys dark 
w ith  olive, th e ir sum m its at first grey 
w ith  rain, then  deep blue w ith  flying 
show ers— the sun suddenly catch ing  the 
near woods at th e ir base, already coloured 
exquisitely by the au tum n , w ith  such a 
bu rs t o f  rob ing ,— p enetra ting , g low  as 
T u rn e r  only could even im agine, set off 
by the grey sto rm  behind . T o  the  
south , an expanse o f  sea, varied by 
reflection o f w h ite  A lp ine cloud, and 
delicate lines o f  m ost pure b lue, the
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low  sun sending its line o f  l ig h t— forty  
m iles lo n g — from  the  horizon ; the 
surges dashing far below  against rocks
o f  black m arble, and  lines o f  foam
drifting  back  w ith  th e  cu rren t in to  the  
open sea. O verhead, a group  o f  dark  
Ita lian  pine and evergreen oak, w ith
such lovely ground  abou t the ir roots as 
w e have in th e  best bits o f  th e  islands 
o f  D erw en tw ater. T h is  continued  till near 
sunset, w hen  a tall double rainbow  rose 
to  the  east over th e  fiery w oods, and 
as the  sun sank, the  storm  o f  falling
rain on the  m ountains becam e suddenly 
pu rp le— nearly crim son ; th e  rainbow , its 
hues scarcely traceable, one broad belt 
o f  crim son, the  clouds above all fire. 
T h e  w hole scene such as can only 
com e once or tw ice in a lifetim e.’
I see th a t w e go t to  R om e on a 
Saturday, N ovem ber 28 th . T h e  actual 
first en try  nex t m orning  is, perhaps, 
w o rth  keeping :—
‘ N ov . 2 9 th , Sunday. A  great fuss 
abou t P ope  officiating in the  Sistine 
C hapel— A dvent Sunday. G o t into a.
crow d, and m ade m yself very uncom ­
fortable for no th in g  : no m usic w o rth
hearing , a little  m um m ery  w ith  Pope 
and d irty  cardinals. O utside and w est 
façade o f  St. P e te r’s certain ly  very fine : 
the  inside w ou ld  m ake a nice ball-room , 
b u t is good for no th in g  else.’
‘ N ov . 3 0 th . D rove up to th e  C apitol 
— a filthy, m elancho ly -look ing , rubbishy 
place ; and dow n to the F o ru m , w h ich  
is certainly a very good subject ; and 
then  a little  fu rth er on, am ongst quantities 
o f  bricks and rubbish, till I was q u ite  sick.’
. W ith  disgust, I m ean t ; b u t from  
D ecem ber 2 0 th  to 2 5 th  I had  a qualm  
o f real fever, w h ich  it was a w onder 
cam e to no w orse. O n the  3 0 th  I am  
afoot again ; thus :—
‘ I have been w alk ing  backw ards and 
forw ards on th e  P incian, being  unable
to do any th ing  else since this confounded 
illness, and try ing  to find out w hy  
every im aginable d e lig h t palls so very 
rapidly on even the keenest feelings.
I had  all R om e before m e ; tow ers,
cupolas, cypresses, and palaces m ingled
in every possible g rouping  ; a lig h t 
D ecem berish  m ist, m ixed w ith  the slightest 
vestige o f  w ood sm oke, hovering  betw een 
th e  distances, and giving beautifu l grey 
outlines o f  every form  betw een th e  eye
and the  sun ; and over the  rich  ever­
green oaks o f  the  Borghese gardens, a 
range o f  A pennine, w ith  one principal 
pyram id o f  pure snow, like a piece o f  
sudden co m et-lig h t fallen on the  earth . 
I t  was no t like m oonligh t, no r like 
sunlight, b u t as soft as the  one, and as 
pow erful as the  o the r. A nd yet, w ith  
all this around  m e, I could not feel it. 
I was as tired o f  m y w alk, and as glad 
w hen  I th o u g h t I had  done duty, as 
ever on th e  N orw ood  road.’
T h e re  was a girl w alk ing  up  and dow n
w ith  some children , h e r lig h t cap p re ttily  
set on very w ell dressed ha ir : o f  w hose
country  I had  no doub t ; long  before I
heard  her com plain  to one o f  her charges,
w ho  was jabbering  E ng lish  as fast as the 
foun tain  tink led  on the  o th e r side o f  
th e  road, ‘ Q u ’elle n ’en com prenait pas un 
m o t.’ T h is  girl after tw o or th ree  turns 
sat dow n beside ano ther b o n n e .  T h e re  they 
sate laugh ing  and ch atte ring , w ith  th e  ex­
pression o f  perfect happiness on th e ir  faces, 
th in k in g  no m ore o f  the A lpine heigh ts 
beh ind  them , or the city beneath  them , 
than o f  C onstantinople ; w hile  I, w ith  every 
feeling raised, I should th in k  to  a great 
degree above theirs, was in a state o f  
actually severe m ental pain, because I could 
perceive m aterials o f  the  h ighest pleasure 
around  m e, and felt the  tim e hang  heavy 
on m y hands. H ere  is the  pride, you 
perceive, good reader, and th e  sullens—  
dum  p itu ita  m olestât— both plain enough.
B ut it is no lofty pride in w hich  I say 
m y ‘ f e e l i n g s '  w ere raised above the F rench  
b o n n e ' s .  V ery solem nly, I did no t th in k  
m yself a be tte r creature than  she, nor so
good; b u t only I knew  there  was a link
betw een far Soracte and m e,— nay, even 
betw een unseen V o ltu r and m e,— w hich  
was not betw een h e r and th em  ; and 
m eant a w ider, earth ly , i f  not heavenly, 
horizon , under th e  b irth -sta r.
M eantim e, benea th  the  h ill, m y m o th er 
kn itted , as qu ie tly  as i f  she had  been at 
hom e, in th e  co rner o f  th e  g rea t R om an  
room  in w h ich  she cared for no th ing
b u t th e  cleanliness, as distinguishing it 
from  the  accom m odation  o f  provincial 
inns ; and the  days tu rned , and it was
tim e to  th in k  o f  the  jou rney  to N aples, 
before any o f  us w ere tired o f  R om e. 
A nd sim ple cousin M ary , w hom  I never 
condescended to ask for e ither sym pathy  
or opinion, w as really m ak ing  b e tte r use 
o f her R om an  days than  any o f  us.
She was a sound, p lain, m usician ; (having 
been finished by M oscheles) ; a ttended  to 
the  ch u rch  orchestras carefully , read her 
guide-books accurately, k n ew  always w here 
she w as, and in h e r  sincere religion, 
conquered h e r early P uritan ism  to the 
p o in t o f  reverently  visiting St. P au l’s grave 
and St. C ecilia’s house, and a t last go ing 
up the  Scala Santa on h e r  knees, like 
any good girl o f  R om e.
So passed the  days, till there  was spring 
sunshine in th e  air as w e clim bed the 
A lban  m o u n t, and w en t dow n in to  the  
ravine under L a R iccia, afterw ards described 
in perhaps the  oftenest quoted  passage o f  
‘ M odern  Pain ters.’ T h e  diary says : ‘ A
h o llow  w ith  ano ther village on the hill 
opposite, a m ost elegant and finished group 
o f  ch u rch  tow er and  roof, descending by 
delicate u p rig h t sprigs* o f  tree in to  .a
* I have substituted this word for a sketch 
like the end o f a broom, which would convey 
no idea to anybody but myself.
dark  rich -toned  dep th  o f  ravine, ou t o f 
w h ich  rose nearer, and clear against its 
shade, a grey w all o f  rock, an absolute 
m iracle for b lend ing  o f  b rig h t lichenous 
co lou r.’
W ith  a few  sentences m ore, to sim ilar 
effect, and then  a bit o f  P on tine  m arsh 
description, dw elling  m u ch  on the  m oving 
points o f  the ‘ black cattle , w h ite  gulls, 
b lack, bristly  h ig h -b red  swine, and birds o f  
all sorts, w aders and dippers innum erab le .’ 
I t  is very interesting, at least to myself, 
to find how , so early as this, w hile  I 
never drew  any th ing  b u t in pencil outline, 
I s a w  every th ing  first in colour, as it 
o u g h t to be seen.
I m ust give room  to the detail o f  
the  day from  M ola  to N aples, because 
it shows, to p ro o f enough , the constant 
w atchfulness upon w h ich  the  statem ents 
in ‘ M odern  Painters ’ w ere afterw ards 
founded, th o u g h  ne ither th a t nor any 
o th e r book had  yet been dream ed of,
and I w ro te  only to  keep m em ory  o f  
th ings seen, for w h a t good m ig h t com e 
o f  th e  m em ory  anyhow .
“ N aples, January  9 th  (1841). Dressed 
yesterday at M ola  by a w indow  com ­
m anding  a m isty sunrise over the sea— a 
grove o f . oranges sloping dow n to the 
beach, flushed w ith  its ligh t ; G aeta 
opposite, g litte rin g  along its p rom ontory . 
R an  ou t to terrace at side o f  the  house, 
a leaden b it o f  roof, w ith  pots o f  orange 
and  Indian  fig. T h e re  w as a range o f  
S k iddaw -like m oun tains rising from  the  
shore, the  ravines ju s t like those o f  Saddle- 
hack , or th e  w est side o f  Skiddaw  ; the  
h ig h e r parts b rig h t w ith  fresh-fallen  snow ; 
th e  h ighest, m isty w ith  a touch  o f  soft 
w hite , sw ift*  cloud. N earer, they  softened 
in to  green, bare masses o f  h ill, like
* Note the instant marking the pace of the 
cloud,— the work of ‘ Cceli Enarrant ’ having 
been begun practically years before this. See 
below also of the rain-cloud.
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M alvern , b u t w ith  the ir tops covered w ith  
olives and lines o f  vine,— th e  village o f  
M ola show ing its w h ite  walls and level
roofs above the  olives, w ith  a breath  o f 
blue sm oke floating above them , and a 
long  range o f d istant hills runn ing  out into 
the  sea beyond. T h e  air was fresh, and 
yet so pure and soft, and so full o f  per­
fum e from  the  orange trees below  the
terrace, th a t it seem ed m ore like an early 
sum m er m orn ing  than  January . I t  go t 
soon th rea ten ing , how ever, th o u g h  the sun 
k ep t w ith  us as w e drove th ro u g h  the  
village ;— confined streets, bu t b r ig h t and 
varied, dow n to the  shore, and then  under 
the slopes o f  the  snow y precipice, now  
tho ro u g h ly  dazzling w ith  the risen sun, 
and betw een hedges o f  tall m yrtle , in to  the 
plain o f  G arig liano. A  heavy rain-c loud
raced* us the ten miles, and stooped over
us, stealing th e  blue sky inch  by inch ,
* This distinct approach, or chase, by rain- 
cloud is opposed, in my last lectures on sky, to
till it had  left only a strip  o f  am ber-b lue*  
behind  the  A pennines, th e  near hills th ro w n  
in to  deep dark  pu rp le  shade, the  snow
behind  them , first b lazing— the only strong  
lig h t in the  p ic tu re— then in shade, dark 
against the  pu re  sky ; th e  grey above, 
w arm  and lu rid— a little w ashed w ith  rain 
in parts ; below , a copse o f  w illow  com ing 
against the  dark  purples, nearly  pure Ind ian
yellow , a little  touched w ith  red. T h e n
cam e a lovely bit o f  aqueduct, w ith  coats 
o f  shattered m osaic, th e  hills seen th ro u g h  
its arches, and pieces o f  b rig h t green
m eadow  m ix ing  w ith  th e  yellow  o f  the 
w illow s. A t C apua, detained by a rascally 
D ogana ,— w e had  one at G arig liano  as w ell, 
h ow ling  beggars all about (Caffe del G iglio  
d ’O ro), one ape o f  a creature cling ing  w ith  
its legs abou t an o th e r’s neck, and chopping
the gathering of rain-cloud all through the air, 
under the influence of plague wind.
* Palest transparent blue passing into gold.
its jaw s w ith  its fists. H ence  a dead flat 
o f vines hang ing  from  elms, and road 
perfectly  stra igh t, and cu t u tte rly  up  by a 
deluge o f  rain. I was quite tired as it 
grew  dark , fragm ents o f  blue and am ber 
sky show ing th ro u g h  colossal thunder 
clouds, and tw o or three pure stars labour­
ing  am ong the  dark  masses. I t  ligh tened  
fast as w e go t in to  N aples, and w e w ere 
stopped again, first by D ogana, and then  
a t passport office, till I lost tem per and 
patience, and could have cried like a girl, 
for I was quite w earied w ith  the bad 
roads, and disappointed w ith  th e  approach 
to N aples, and cold. I could not help 
w ondering  a t this. H o w  little could I 
have im agined, sitting  in m y hom e corner, 
yearning for a glance o f  the  h ill snow, or 
the  orange leaf, tha t I should, a t entering 
N aples, be as tho rough ly  ou t o f  h u m o u r 
as ever after a m onotonous day in L ondon. 
M ore so ! ”
F o r full ten years, since earliest geologic
reading, I had  th o ro u g h ly  know n the  
structu re  and present look  o f  Vesuvius and 
M o n te  Som m a ; nor had  ‘ F riendsh ip ’s 
O ffering ’ and ‘ F o rg e t-m e -n o t,’ in the  
days o f  the B andit L eoni, left m e w ith o u t 
useful notions o f  the  Bay o f  N aples. B u t 
the  beautiful form s o f  M onte  St. A ngelo 
and C apri w ere new  to m e, and the  first 
feeling o f  being in the  presence o f  the 
pow er and m ystery  o f  the  under earth , 
unspeakably  solem n ; th o u g h  V esuvius was 
v irtually  in repose, and the  slow changes 
in the heaped w h ite  cloud above the 
crater w ere only like those o f  a th u n d er 
cloud.
T h e  first sight o f  the  A lps had  been 
to m e as a d irect revelation o f  the  benevo­
len t w ill in creation. L ong  since, in the 
volcanic pow ers o f  destruction , I had been 
tau g h t by H o m er, and fu rth e r forced by m y 
ow n reason, to see, i f  no t the  personality 
o f  an Evil Spirit, at all events th e  per­
m itted  sym bol o f  evil, unredeem ed ; w holly
distinct from  th e  conditions o f  storm , or 
heat, or frost, on w h ich  the  hea lthy
courses o f  organic life depended. In  the  
same literal w ay in w h ich  the  snows and 
A lpine roses o f  L au terb runnen  w ere visible 
Paradise, here, in th e  valley o f  ashes and 
th roa t o f  lava, w ere visible H ell. I f  thus 
in the  natural, how  else should it be in
the  spiritual w orld  ?
I had never yet read a line o f  D ante.
F ro m  th e  m om ent w hen I knew  the 
w ords,—
“ It now is evening there, where buried lies 
The body in which I cast a shade, removed 
To Naples from Brundusium’s wall,”
no t N aples only, bu t Italy , becam e for 
ever flushed w ith  the sacred tw ilig h t o f  
them . B u t even now , w hat pieces I knew  
o f  V irgil, in th a t k ind , becam e all at once 
true, w hen  I saw the  birdless lake ; for m e 
also, th e  voice o f it had  teaching  w hich
was to be practically a w arn ing  law  o f 
future, life :—
“ Nec te
Nequidquam lucis Hecate praefecit Avernis.”
T h e  legends becam e tru e , — b e g a n  to
com e true, I should  have said,— trains o f  
th o u g h t now  first rising w h ich  did not
take clear cu rren t till forty  years after­
w ards ; and in th is  first trick ling , sorrow ful 
in disappointm ent. ‘ T h e re  w e r e  such 
places then , and Sibyls d i d  live in th em  ! 
— b u t is this all ? ’
F rig h tfu l enough , yes, the spasm odic 
ground— the boiling su lp h u r lake— the 
D o g ’s g ro tto  w ith  its floor a foot deep 
in poisoned air th a t could be stirred w ith  
th e  hand. A w ful, b u t also for the D elph i 
o f  Ita ly , ignoble. A nd all th a t was fairest 
in the  w ho le  sweep o f  isle and sea, I
saw, as was already m y w on t, w ith  precise 
note o f  its faults.
T h e  com m on E nglish  traveller, i f  he
can gather a black bunch  o f  grapes w ith
his own fingers, and have his bottle  o f
Falernian b ro u g h t h im  by a girl w ith  
b lack  eyes, asks no m ore o f  this w orld , 
no r the  next ; and declares N aples a 
Paradise. B u t I knew , from  the  first 
m o m en t w hen  m y foot furrow ed volcanic 
ashes, tha t no m ountain  form  or colour 
could  exist in perfection w hen  everything 
was m ade o f  scoria, and  th a t blue sea 
was to be little  boasted i f  it broke on
black sand. A nd I saw also, w ith  really 
wise anger, the h o rro r o f  neglect in  the 
governing pow er, w hich  M r. G ladstone 
found, forsooth, in the N eapolitan  prisons ! 
b u t w hich  ne ither he nor any other 
E ng lishm an , so far as I know , except 
Byron and I, saw to have m ade the 
A pennines one prison w all, and all the 
m odern life o f  Ita ly  one captivity- o f  sham e 
and crim e ; alike against the  h onour o f
her ancestors, and the  kindness o f  her 
G od.
W ith  these strong insights into the  faults 
o f  others, there  cam e also a t N aples, I 
am  thankfu l to say, som e stroke o f  vol­
canic ligh tn in g  on m y ow n. T h e  sense 
o f  the uselessness o f  all N aples and its 
gu lp h  to m e, in m y then  state o f  illness 
and g loom , was borne in upon m e w ith  
reproach  : the  chrysalid  envelope began
to tear itse lf open here  and there  to 
som e purpose, and I bade farew ell to 
th e  last outlines o f  M o n te  St. A ngelo as 
they faded in the south , w ith  dim  notions 
o f  be tte ring  m y ways in fu ture.
A t M ola  di G aeta  w e stopped a w hole 
day th a t I m ig h t go back to draw  the 
castle o f  Itri. I t  was h in ted  dark ly  to 
us th a t I tr i  was o f  no good repute ; w e 
disdained all im putations on such a lovely 
place, and drove back there  for a day’s 
ram bling . W h ile  I drew , m y m o ther 
and M ary  w en t a t the ir ow n sweet wills 
up and dow n ; M ary  had  by this tim e, 
at school and on the  road, m ade herself
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mistress o f  syllables enough  to express 
some sym pathy  w ith  any contadina w ho 
w ore a p re tty  cap, or carried a pretty  
baby ; and, the appearance o f  E nglish  
w om en being rare at I tri, th e  contadine 
w ere pleased, and every th ing  tha t was 
am iable to m am m a and M ary. I made 
an excellent sketch , and w e returned in
exultation  to th e  orange-groves o f  M ola.
W e afterw ards heard  th a t the  entire popu ­
lation o f  I tri consisted o f  band itti, and 
never troub led  ourselves about banditti 
any m ore.
W e stopped at A lbano for the Sunday, 
and I w en t out in the m orn ing  for a w alk  
th ro u g h  . its ilex groves w ith  m y fa ther
and m o th e r and M ary. F o r some tim e
back, the little  cough b ring ing  blood had 
no t troub led  m e, and I had  been tak ing  
longer w alks and otherw ise counting  on 
com parative safety, w hen here suddenly, in 
the  gentle m orn ing  saunter th ro u g h  the 
shade, the  cough  cam e back— w ith  a little
darker stain on the  h andkerch ief than  
usual. I sat dow n on a bank  by the  
roadside, and m y fa ther’s face was very 
grave.
W e go t quietly  back to th e  inn, w here 
he found som e sort o f  lig h t carriole dis­
posable, and set ou t, him self, to  fetch  the
doctor from  R om e.
I t  has always been one o f  the  great 
shadow s o f  th o u g h t to m e, to fancy m y 
fa th e r’s feelings as he was driven tha t
day those  eighteen  m iles across the C am ­
pagna.
G ood  D r. G loag  com forted  h im , and 
retu rned  w ith  h im . B u t there  was no th ing  
new  to be done, nor said. Such chance 
a ttack  was na tu ra l in the  spring, he 
said, only I m ust be cautious for a 
w hile . M y  m o th er never lost h e r  courage 
for an instant. N e x t day w e w en t on 
to R om e, and it was th e  last tim e the 
cough ever troubled  me.
T h e  w eather was fine at Easter, and
I  saw the Benediction, and sate in the 
open air o f  tw ilig h t opposite the castle 
o f  St. A ngelo, and saw the  dom e-lines 
kindle on St. P e te r’s, and the castle 
veil the sky w ith  flying fire. Bearing 
w ith  m e from  th a t last sigh t in R om e 
m any th o u g h ts  th a t ripened slowly after­
wards, chiefly convincing m e h o w  guiltily  
and m eanly dead the  P ro testan t m ind 
was to the  w hole m eaning  and end o f  
mediæval C h u rch  splendour ; and how  
m eanly  and guiltily  dead the  existing 
C atho lic  m ind  was, to the  course by 
w h ich  to reach the Italian  soul, instead 
o f  its eyes.
R e-open ing , bu t a few  days since, the 
book w hich  m y C h ris tch u rch  official 
tu to r, W alte r B row n, recom m ended to 
m e as the  m ost useful code ,of E nglish  
religious w isdom , the ‘ N atu ra l H isto ry  
o f  E n thusiasm ,’ I  chanced on this 
fo llow ing passage, w h ich  I th in k  m ust 
have been one o f  the  first to startle
th e  com placency o f  tny P u ritan  creed.
M y  since experience in theological w ritin g  
furnishes m e w ith  no m ore terrific
exam ple o f  th e  absence alike o f  charity  
and understanding  in th e  leading masters 
o f  th a t sect, beyond all others into 
w hich  the  C h u rch  has ever been 
divided :—
‘ I f  it be for a m o m en t fo rgo tten  th a t 
in every bell, and bow l, and vest o f  the  
R om ish  service there is h id  a device
against the  liberty  and w elfare o f  m an­
k ind , and tha t its gold, and pearls, and 
fine linen are the  deckings o f  eternal 
ru in  ; and i f  this apparatus o f  w orship  
be com pared w ith  the  im purities and
the cruelties o f  the  old Po ly theistic  rites, 
g reat praise m ay seem due to its con­
trivers. A ll the  m aterials o f  poetic and
scenic effect have been elaborated by the 
genius and taste o f  th e  Ita lian  artists 
un til a spectacle has been go t up w hich
leaves the m ost splendid shows o f  the
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ancient idol w orship  o f  G reece and R om e 
at a vast distance o f  in ferio rity .’
Y et I cannot distinctly rem em ber being 
shocked, even at this passage, and  I 
kn o w  there  was m uch  in the rest o f  
the  book th a t pleased m e ; bu t I had 
already the  advantage over its au thor, 
and over all such authors, o f  know ing , 
w hen  I saw them , sincere art from  lying 
art, and hap p y  faith  from  insolent dog­
m atism . I knew  th a t th e  voices in the 
T rin ità  di M on te  did not sing to deceive 
m e ; and th a t the  kneeling  m u ltitude 
before the  P o n tiff  w ere indeed bettered 
and streng thened  by  his benediction.
A lthough  I had  been able, w eather 
favouring , to see the Easter cerem onies 
w ith o u t danger, there was no sign, take 
all in all, o f  gain to m y health  from  
R om an w inter. M y  ow n discouragem ent 
was great ; and the  first cautious jo u rney - 
ings back  by T e rn i and F u ligno  w ere 
sad enough  ; - th e  n ig h t a t T e rn i very
deeply so. F o r in the  evening, w hen  
w e cam e back from  seeing the falls, 
the servant o f  a young E nglishm an 
asked to  speak w ith  us, saying th a t he 
was alone in charge o f  his m aster, w ho 
had  been stopped there by sudden, he 
feared m o rta l, illness. W o u ld  m y fa th e r 
com e and see h im  ? M y  fa th e r w en t, and 
found a beau tifu lly  featured Scottish  yo u th  
o f  th ree  o r fou r and tw enty , indeed in the 
la st day o f  decline. H e  died du rin g  
the  n ig h t, and w e w ere o f  some use to 
th e  despairing servant afterw ards. I fo rget 
now  w h e th e r  w e ever knew  w ho  the 
y o u th  was. I find his nam e in m y diary, 
‘ F arquharson ,’ b u t no m ore.
As w e drew  northw ard , how ever, ou t 
o f  th e  volcanic country , I  recovered h ea rt ; 
the enchanted w orld  o f  V enice en larg ing  
in fro n t o f  m e. I had  only yet once 
seen her, and th a t six years ago, w hen  
still a child . T h a t th e  fairy tale should 
com e true  now  seem ed w holly  incredible,
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and the  start from  the  gate o f  Padua in 
the m orn ing ,— Venice, asserted by people 
w hom  w e could no t b u t believe, to be 
really over there , on the  horizon , in the 
sea ! H o w  to tell th e  feeling o f  it !
I have no t yet fancied th e  reader’s 
answ er to  th e  first question proposed 
in outset o f  this chap ter,— does he  th in k  
m e a fo rtunate  or un fortunate y o u th  ?
As to p reparation  for the  fu tu re  w orld , 
terrestrial or celestial, or fu tu re  self in 
e ither, there  m ay be tw o op in ions— tw o 
or th ree perhaps— on the  m atter. But, 
there  is no question th a t, o f  absolute 
happiness, I had  the  share o f  abou t a 
quarte r o f  a m illion o f  average people, 
all to m yself. I say ‘ people,’ no t ‘ boys.’ 
I don’t know  w hat deligh t boys take in 
cricket, or boating , or th ro w in g  stones 
at birds, or learn ing  to shoot them . B ut 
o f  average people in continuity  o f  occu­
pation, shopm en, clerks, Stock E xchange 
people, club and Pall M all people, cer­
tain ly  there  was no reckoning  the  quantity  
o f  happiness I  had  in com parison, followed 
indeed by tim es o f  reaction, or o f  puzzled 
satiety ; and partly  avenged by extrem es 
o f  vexation a t w h a t vexed nobody else ; 
b u t indisputably and infinitely precious in 
itself, every day com plete a t the  end, as 
w ith  Sydney S m ith ’s salad : “  F ate  cannot 
h a rm  m e ; I have dined, to -day .”
T h e  tw o  chapters closing the  first, 
and beg inn ing  th e  second volum e o f  the  
‘ Stones o f  V enice ’ w ere w ritten , I see 
on re-read ing , in the m elancholy  expe­
rience o f  1852, w ith  honest effort to 
tell every traveller w h a t was really to be 
seen. T h ey  do not a ttem p t to recall 
m y  ow n joys o f  1835 and  1841, w hen 
there was n o t even beginning  o f  railw ay 
bridge ; w hen  every th ing , m uddy B renta, 
vu lgar villa, dusty causeway, sandy beach, 
was equally  rich  in rap ture , on the  m orn ing  
th a t b ro u g h t us in s igh t o f  V enice : and 
the  b lack  k no t o f  gondolas in th e  canal
VOL. II .  1 5
o f M estre , m ore beautiful to m e than  
a sunrise full o f  clouds all scarlet and
gold.
B ut again, h o w  t o . tell o f  i t  ? or even 
explain it to m yself,— the E ng lish  m ind, 
h ig h  or com m on, being u tte rly  w ith o u t
trace o f  th e  feeling. Sir P h ilip  Sidney 
goes to Venice, and seems unconscious 
tha t it is in th e  sea at all. E lizabeth
Lady C raven, in 1789, “  expected to see 
a gay c lean-looking  tow n, w ith  quays 
on each side o f  the  canals, b u t was 
ex trem ely  disappointed ; the  houses are in 
the w ater, and look  dirty  and uncom ­
fortable on the outside ; the  innum erable  
quan tity  o f  gondolas too, th a t look like 
sw im m ing  coffins, added to the  dismal
scene, and, I  confess, V enice on m y 
arrival s tru ck  m e w ith  ho rro r ra th e r than  
pleasure.”
A fter this, she goes to the  Casini, and 
is happy. I t  does no t appear she had  
ever read the M erchan t, o r O thello  ; still
less has E velyn read them , th o u g h  for 
h im , as for Sidney, O th e llo ’s and A n ton io ’s 
V enice was still all bu t living. M y  
V enice, like T u rn e r ’s, had  been chiefly 
created for us by Byron ; b u t for m e, 
there  was also still th e  pu re  childish 
passion o f  pleasure in seeing boats float 
in clear w ater. T h e  beg inn ing  o f  every­
th in g  was in seeing th e  gondola-beak  
com e actually inside the  door a t D anieli’s, 
w hen  the  tide was up, and  th e  w ater 
tw o  feet deep at th e  foot o f  th e  stairs ; 
and then , all a long  th e  canal sides, actual 
m arble walls rising ou t o f  the  salt sea, 
w ith  hosts o f  little  b row n crabs on them , 
and T itians inside.
B etw een M ay  6 th  and 16th  I m ade 
notes on effects o f  lig h t, afterwards greatly 
useful in ‘ M odern  P a in te rs ;’ and tw o pencil 
draw ings, C a’ C on tarin i Fasan, and the 
G ian t’s Staircase, o f  w h ich , w ith  tw o  m ore 
m ade a t Bologna in  passing, and som e 
h a lf  dozen at N aples and Am alfi, I can
say, now  forty  years later, w ith  certitude, 
th a t they could no t have been m uch  
be tte r done. I knew  absolutely no th ing  
o f  arch itec tu re  p roper, had  never draw n 
a section nor a le a f m ould ing  ; bu t liked,
as T u rn e r did to the  end o f  his days, any­
th in g  th a t was graceful and rich , w h e th er 
G oth ic  or Renaissance ; was entirely certain 
and delicate in pencil-touch  ; and drew
w ith  an acuteness o f  deligh t in  the th ing
as it actually  stood, w hich  m akes the  
sketch living and like, from  corner to
corner. T h u s  m uch  I could do, and 
d i d  do, for th e  last tim e. N ex t year
I began try ing  to do w h at I could not,
and have gone on ever since, spending 
h a lf  o f  m y days in th a t m anner.
I find a sentence in diary on 6 th  M ay, 
w h ich  seems inconsistent w ith  w h at I have 
said o f  the  centres o f  m y life w ork.
‘ T h a n k  G od I  am  here ; it is the
Paradise o f  cities.’
* * * *
‘ T h is , and C ham ouni, are m y tw o bournes 
o f  E a r th .’
B u t then , I k n e w  ne ither R ouen  nor 
Pisa, th o u g h  I had  seen b o th . (G eneva, 
w hen I spoke o f  it w ith  them , is m ean t 
to  include C ham ouni.) Venice I  regard  
m ore and  m ore as a vain tem p ta tion— the 
diary says— w here the  stars are. ‘ T h e re  
is m oon enough to m ake h a lf  the  sanities 
o f  the  earth  lunatic, strik ing  its pure 
flashes o f  lig h t on th e  grey w ate r.’
F ro m  V enice, by Padua, w here  St. 
A ntonio ,— by M ilan , w here  the  D u o m o ,—  
w ere still faultless to m e, and each a 
perfect bliss ; to T u r in — to Susa ; m y 
hea lth  still bettering  in th e  s ig h t o f  
A lps, and w h a t breeze cam e dow n from  
th em — and over Cenis for th e  first tim e. 
I w oke from  a sound tired  sleep in 
a little  one-w indow ed room  at L ans-le- 
bourg , at six o f  th e  sum m er m orn ing , 
Ju n e  2nd, 18 4 1 ; the  red aiguilles on th e  
n o rth  relieved against pure blue— th e  great
pyram id  o f  snow  dow n the  valley in one 
sheet o f  eastern ligh t. I dressed in three 
m inutes, ran dow n the  village street, across 
th e  stream , and clim bed the  grassy slope 
on the  south side o f  the  valley, up to
th e  first pines.
I h ad  found m y life again ;— all the 
best o f  it. W h a t good o f  religion, love, 
adm iration or hope, had  ever been ta u g h t 
m e, or felt by m y best natu re , rekindled 
a t once ; and  m y line o f  w ork , bo th  by
m y ow n w ill and th e  aid granted to it
by fate in the  fu tu re, determ ined for me. 
I  w en t dow n thankfu lly  to m y father 
and m o ther, and told th em  I was sure I 
should get well.
As to m y m ere physical state, the 
doctors had  been entirely  m istaken about 
m e. I w anted b racing  air, exercise, and 
rest from  all artificial excitem ent. T h e  air 
o f  the C am pagna was the w orst they  could 
have sent m e into —  the life o f  R om e the 
w orst they could have chosen.
T h e  three follow ing diary entries, w hich  
m eant m u ch  afterw ards, m ay sum m arily  end 
w h a t I fear has been a tiresom e chapter.
I. * G eneva, Ju n e  5 th . Y esterday from  
C ham bery ,— a fresh n o rth  w ind  b low ing  
aw ay th e  dust. M u c h  pleased w ith  the  
respectable young  w ife o f  a confectioner, 
at one o f  th e  m id -tow ns w here  I  w en t to 
get som e Savoy biscuits— and asked for 
‘ a pound .’ ‘ M ais, M onsieur, une livre sera 
un peu— volum ineuse ! je  vous en donnerai 
la  m oitié ; vous verrez si cela vous 
suffira ; ’— ‘ A h , Louise ’ (to a little  b r ig h t­
eyed lady in the  inner room , w ho  was 
expressing her disapprobation o f  som e o f  
th e  affairs o f  life too loudly), ‘ si tu  n ’es 
pas sage, tu  vas savoir ’—-but so playfully 
and k ind ly  ! G o t here on a lovely after­
noon near sunset, and th e  green bastions 
and b rig h t Salève and rush ing  R hone and 
far Ju ra , all so lovely th a t I was nearly 
vow ing never to go in to  Italy  again .’
I I .  ‘ J u n e  6 th . P o u rin g  rain all day,
and slow extem pore serm on from  a w eak­
voiced young  m an in a w h ite  arched small 
chapel, w ith  a braying organ and doggerel 
hym ns. Several tim es, about th e  same 
h o u r on Sunday m ornings, a fit o f  self- 
reproach  has com e upon m e for m y idling 
a t present, and I have form ed resolutions 
to be always try ing to get know ledge o f  
some k ind  or o ther, o r bodily streng th , or 
some real available, con tinu ing  good, rather 
than  the m ere am usem ent o f  the  tim e. I t  
cam e on m e to-day  very strongly , and I 
w ou ld  give any th ing  and every th ing  to 
keep  m yself in the  tem per, for I always 
slip ou t o f  it nex t day.’
I I I .  ‘ Dec. n t h ,  1842. V ery odd ! 
Exactly  the  same fit cam e on m e in the 
same chu rch , nex t year, and was the origin 
o f  T u rn e r’s w o rk .’
C H A P T E R  IV .
F O N T A I N E B L E A U .
"X l i  T E  reached R ochester on th e  2 9 th  o f  
Ju n e , and a m o n th  w as spent a t 
h om e, considering w h a t was to  be  done 
next. M y  ow n feeling, ever since th e  
m orn ing  a t L ans-le -bou rg , was th a t, i f  
only left free in m ountain  air, I should 
get w ell, fast enough. A fter debate w ith  
L ondon  doctors, it was th o u g h t best to 
give m e m y w ay ; and, stipulating  only 
th a t R ichard  F all should  go w ith  m e, 
papa and m am m a sent m e, early in  A ugust, 
on m y first independent jo u rney , into 
W ales.
B u t they desired m e, on m y w ay there, 
to stop a t L eam ing ton , and show  m yself 
to its dom inan t physician, D r. Jephson—  
called a quack  by all th e  F acu lty , yet o f
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w hom  they  had heard  favourably from  
wise friends.
Jephson was no quack  ; b u t a m an o f  
the  h ig h est general pow er, and keenest 
m edical instincts. H e  had  risen, by stub ­
born industry  and acute observation, from  
an apo thecary’s boy to be th e  first physician 
in L eam ing ton  ; and was the first true  
physician I ever knew — nor since, till I 
k new  Sir W illiam  G ull, have I  m et the 
m atch  o f  him .
H e  exam ined m e for ten  m inutes ; then  
said, ‘ Stay here, and I ’ll p u t you to rights
in six w eeks.’ I said I was no t the  least
disposed to stay there, and was going into 
W ales, b u t w ou ld  obey any directions and 
follow  any prescriptions he chose to give 
m e. N o , he  said, I  m ust stay, or he  could 
do no th ing  for me. I  th o u g h t this did
look a little  like quackery, and accordingly 
m ade m y bow , and proceeded on m y
journey  in to  W ales, after w ritin g  a full 
account o f  th e  in terv iew  to m y father,
A t P o n t -  y -  M o n ach  lay for m e a 
le tter from  h im , b idd ing  m e go back  to 
L eam ing ton  at once, and  place m yself 
under Jep h so n ’s care. R ichard  therefore 
w en t on to Snow don by h im se lf  ; and 
I, re tu rn in g  w ith  w h a t speed the m ail 
could m ake, presented m yself to  the  
doctor peniten tly . H e  sent m e in to  tiny  
lodgings near th e  W ells, w here  I spent 
six w eeks o f  life extrem ely new  to m e ; 
m uch  grum bled  a t in m y diary,— not 
unpleasant, now  rem em bered.
Salt w ater from  the  W ells in the  m o rn ­
ing, and iron , visibly g litte rin g  in  deposit 
a t bo ttom  o f  glass, tw ice a day. B reakfast 
a t e igh t, w ith  h erb  tea— dandelion, I 
th in k ; d inner at one, supper a t six, bo th  
o f  m eat, bread, and w ater, only ;— fish, 
m eat, or fow l, as I chose, b u t only one 
dish o f  the  m eat chosen, and no vegetables 
nor fruit. W alk , forenoon and afternoon, 
and early to bed. Such the reg im en  
suddenly enforced on m y luxurious life.
T o  w h ich  discipline I subm itted  ac­
curately : and  found life still w o rth  having 
on these term s, and the  renew ed hope o f  
its continuance, extrem ely  interesting.
N o r w an ting  in interest, th e  grotesquely 
prosaic position  itself. H ere  I  was, in a 
small square b rick  lodging-house , num ber 
w h a t you like o f  its row , look ing  ou t on 
a b it o f  suburban  paddock, and a broken 
paling  ; m ean litte r  everyw here abou t ; th e  
m uddy lingering  o f  L eam , about three 
yards broad, at the o th e r side o f  the  
paddock ; a ragged b ram bly  bank  a t the 
o ther side o f  i t .  D o w n  the  row , be­
ginnings o f  poor people’s shops, th en  an 
aristocratic g rocer and m ercer or tw o, 
the  circulating library , and the P u m p  
R oom .
A fter th e  Bay o f  N aples, M o u n t A ven­
tine, and St. M a rk ’s Place, i t  felt like the 
first practical scene o f a pan tom im e, after 
the  transform ation, and before the business 
begins. B ut I had  been extrem ely  dull
under M o u n t A ventine ; and  did no t, to 
m y surprise, feel a t all disposed to  be 
du ll here ,— b u t som ew hat am used, and 
w ith  a pleasant feeling o f  th ings being 
really at last all r ig h t, for m e  at least ; 
th o u g h  it wasn’t as grand  as P eck  w ater, 
nor as p re tty  as St. M a rk ’s P lace. A ny 
how , I was dow n to C roydon level again 
in the  w orld  ; and  m ig h t do w h a t I liked 
in m y ow n lodgings, and h ad n ’t any 
C ollections to  get ready for.
T h e  first th in g  I did was to go to 
th e  library  and  choose a book  to w o rk  
at. A fter due exam ination , I b o u g h t 
A gassiz’ ‘ Poissons Fossiles’ ! and  set m yself 
to coun ting  o f  scales and learning o f  hard  
nam es,— th in k in g , as som e people do still, 
th a t in tha t m anner I m ig h t best advance 
in geology. Also I supplied m yself w ith  
som e C aptain  M arry a t ; and  som e beau­
tiful new  cakes o f  co lour w h erew ith  to 
finish a draw ing, in T u rn e r ’s grandest 
m anner, o f  th e  C hateau  o f  A m boise a t
sunset, w ith  the  m oon rising in the 
distance, and sh in ing  th ro u g h  a bridge.
T h e  ‘ Poissons Fossiles’ tu rned  ou t a m ost 
useful purchase, enabling m e finally to 
perceive, after steady w o rk  on them , th a t 
Agassiz was a m ere b lockhead to have 
paid for all tha t good draw ing o f  the 
nasty ugly  th ings, and th a t it d idn’t 
m a tte r a stale herring  to  any m ortal 
w h e th e r they had  any nam es or not.
F o r any positive or useful purpose, I 
could not m ore u tte rly  have wasted m y 
tim e ; b u t it was no small gain to know  
th a t tim e spent in th a t sort o f  w ork  w a s  
w asted ; and th a t to have cau g h t a chub
in  the  Avon, and learned h o w  to  cook  it 
spicily and herbaceously, so as to  have 
pleased Izaak  W alton , if  th e  odour o f  it 
could reach h im  in the  A nglers’ Paradise, 
w ou ld  have been a better result o f  six
w eeks’ study than  to be able to coun t 
and call by th e ir r ig h t nam es every scale
stuck in the  m ud o f  th e  universe.
A lso I  go t a w holesom e perception, 
from  th a t book, o f  th e  true  relation 
betw een  artists and scientific gentlem en. 
F o r  I saw th a t the  real genius concerned 
in  the  ‘ Poissons Fossiles ’ was th e  lith o ­
g rap h er’s, and no t a t all th e  scientific 
gen tlem an’s ; and th a t th e  book  o u g h t to 
have been called after th e  lith o g rap h er, 
h i s  fishes, only w ith  th e ir scales counted  
and  called bad nam es by  subservient M ons. 
Agassiz.
T h e  second th in g  o f  specific m eaning 
th a t w en t on in L eam ing ton  lodgings 
was th e  aforesaid h ig h ly  laboured  draw ing  
o f  the  C hateau  o f  A m boise, ‘ o u t o f  m y 
head ; ’ representing  th e  castle as about 
seven hu n d red  feet above th e  river, (it 
is perhaps eighty  or n inety ,) w ith  sunset 
lig h t on it, in im ita tion  o f  T u rn e r ;  and 
th e  m oon rising beh ind  it, in im itation  
o f  T u rn e r ; and some steps and  balustrades 
(w hich  are no t there) go ing  dow n to 
th e  river, in im ita tion  o f  T u rn e r  ; w ith
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th e  fre tw ork  o f  St. H u b e r t’s C hapel done 
very carefully in m y ow n w ay,— I th o u g h t 
perhaps a little better than  T u rn e r.
T h is  draw ing, and the  poem  o f  the 
‘ B roken C h ain ,’ w h ich  it was to  illus­
trate, after being beautifu lly  engraved by 
G oodall, tu rned  out afterw ards equally  
salutary exercises ; p roving  to m e th a t 
in those directions o f  im agination  I  was 
even a w orse blockhead th an  Agassiz 
him self. M ean tim e, the  au tum n  w eather 
was fine, th e  corn  was ripe, and once 
o u t o f  sight o f  th e  paddock, the pum p 
room , and the Parade, the  space o f  su r­
rounding  W arw icksh ire  w ith in  afternoon 
w alk  was extrem ely  im pressive to  m e, in 
its E nglish  way. W arw ick  tow ers in  sight 
over the  near tree tops ; K en ilw orth , w ith in  
an afternoon’s w alk  ; S tratford, to be reached 
by an h o u r’s drive w ith  a tro ttin g  pony ; 
and, round  them , as far as eye could reach, 
a space o f  perfect E ngland , no t h ill and 
d a l e ,— tha t m ig h t be anyw here,— bu t hill
and f l a t , th ro u g h  w h ich  the  stream s linger, 
and w here  the  canals w ind  w ith o u t lock.
U nder these peaceful conditions I began 
to  lo o k  carefully at cornflow ers, thistles, 
and  ho llyhocks ; and find, by en try  on 
Sept. 15th , th a t I was w ritin g  a b it 
o f  th e  ‘ K ing  o f  th e  G olden  R iver,’ and 
read ing  A lison’s ‘ E u ro p e  ’ and T u rn e r’s 
‘ C hem istry .’
A n en t the  ‘ K ing  o f  the R iver,’ I 
rem orsefully  b e th in k  m e no w ord  has 
been said o f  the  daw n and sunrise o f  
D ickens on us ; from  the  first syllable o f 
h im  in the  ‘ Sketches,’ a ltogether precious 
and adm irable to m y fa ther and m e ; 
and th e  new  n u m b er o f  P ick w ick  and 
follow ing N ick leby  looked to , th ro u g h  
w hatever laborious or trag ic  realities m ig h t 
be upon us, as unm ixed  bliss, for the 
nex t day. B u t D ickens tau g h t us no th in g  
w ith  w h ich  w e w ere not fam iliar,— only 
pain ted  it perfectly  for us. W e knew  
quite as m uch  ab o u t coachm en and hostlers
as he  did ; and ra th e r m ore about Y o rk ­
shire. As a caricaturist, b o th  in the 
studied developm ent o f  his ow n m anner, 
and th a t o f  the  illustrative etch ings, he 
p u t h im se lf out o f  th e  pale o f  great 
authors ; so th a t he never becam e an 
educational e lem ent o f  m y life, b u t only 
one o f  its ch ie f  com forts and restoratives.
T h e  ‘ K in g  o f  the  G olden R iver ’ was 
w ritten  to am use a little  g irl ; and being 
a fairly good im ita tion  o f  G rim m  and 
D ickens, m ixed  w ith  a little  true A lpine 
feeling o f  m y ow n, has been righ tly  
pleasing to nice children, and good for 
them . B u t it is totally  valueless, for all 
that. I  can no  m ore w rite a story than  
com pose a picture.
Jephson  k ep t his w ord, and le t m e go 
in  six w eeks, w ith  m y health , he  told 
m e,— I doub t n o t, tru ly ,— in m y ow n hands. 
A nd indeed, i f  I had  continued  to live on 
m u tto n  and iron , learned to sw im  in the  
sea w h ich  I loved, and set m yself w holly
upon m y geology and poissons— vivants
instead o f  fossiles, W ell, I suppose I
should  have been , d row ned like C harles, 
o r lain, w ith in  a year o r tw o,
“ on a glacier, half way up to heaven, 
Taking my final rest.”
W h a t m ig h t have been, the  m u te  Fates 
know . I m yself k n o w  only, w ith  certainty, 
w h a t o u g h t n o t  to have been, —  tha t, 
ge tting  released from  L eam ington , I  took  
again to  b row n  potatoes and cherry -p ie  ; 
instead o f  learning to sw im  and clim b, 
continued  w ritin g  pathetic  verses, and at 
this particularly  foolish crisis o f  life, as 
aforesaid, try ing  to  p a in t t w i l i g h t  like 
T u rn e r . I  was not sim pleton enough  to 
th in k  I could fo llow  h im  in daylight, b u t 
I th o u g h t I  could  do som eth ing  like his 
K en ilw orth  Castle a t sunset, w ith  the  
m ilkm aid  and the  m oon.
I have passed w ith o u t notice w h a t the 
reader m ig h t suppose a principal event o f  
m y life,— th e  being in troduced  to h im
by M r. G riffith , at N orw o o d  dinner, 
Ju n e  22nd, 1840.
T h e  diary says, “  In troduced  to-day 
to  th e  m an w ho beyond all d o u b t is the 
greatest o f  the  age ; greatest in every 
faculty  o f  th e  im agination, in every b ranch  
o f  scenic* know ledge ; a t once th e  pain ter 
and p oet o f  the day, J . M . W . T u rn e r. 
Everybody had  described h im  to  m e as 
coarse, boorish, unin tellectual, vulgar. T h is  
I knew  to be im possible. I  found  in h im  
a som ew hat eccentric, keen - m annered, 
m a tte r-o f-fac t, E ng lish -m inded— gentlem an : 
good -natu red  evidently, bad -tem pered  evi­
dently , ha tin g  h u m b u g  o f  all sorts, shrew d, 
perhaps a little  selfish, h igh ly  in tellectual, 
the  pow ers o f  the  m ind  no t b ro u g h t out 
w ith  any de ligh t in th e ir m anifestation, 
or in tention o f  display, b u t flashing ou t 
occasionally in a w ord  or a look .”
* Meaning, I suppose, knowledge of what 
could rightly be represented or composed as 
a scene.
P re tty  close, th a t, and full, to be seen 
a t a first glim pse, and  set dow n th e  same 
evening.
C uriously, the  d raw ing  o f  K enilw orth  
was one o f  those th a t cam e ou t o f  M r. 
G riffith’s folio after d inner ; and I  believe 
I m ust have ta lked  som e folly ab o u t it, 
as being ‘ a leading one o f  th e  E ng land  
se rie s’ ; w h ich  w ou ld  displease T u rn e r  
greatly . T h e re  w ere few  th ings he hated  
m ore than  hearing  people gush abou t par­
ticu lar draw ings. H e  k n ew  it m erely 
m ean t they could no t see th e  others.
A nyhow , he stood silent ; th e  general 
ta lk  w en t on as if  he h ad  n o t been 
there. H e  w ished m e g o o d -n ig h t kindly , 
and I  d id  no t see h im  again till I cam e 
back  from  R om e.
I f  he had  b u t asked m e to  com e and 
see h im  the nex t day ! show n m e a 
pencil sketch , and le t m e see h im  lay a 
w ash  ! H e  w ou ld  have saved m e ten 
years o f  life, and w ou ld  no t have been
less happy in th e  close o f  his ow n. O ne 
can only say, Such th ings are never to 
b e ; every soul o f  us has to  do its figh t 
w ith  the  U n tow ard , and for itse lf discover 
the  Unseen.
So here  I  was at L eam ington , try ing  
to pa in t tw ilig h t a t A m boise, and m ed i­
ta tin g  over th e  Poissons Fossiles, and 
M ichae l A ngelo. Set free o f  the  Parade, 
I w en t to  stay a few  days w ith  m y 
college tu to r, W alte r B row n, R ecto r now  
o f  ■ W en d leb u ry ,’ a village in th e  flats, 
eleven m iles n o rth  o f  O xford. F lats, 
no t m arshes : w holesom e pastoral fields,
separated by hedges ; here and there  a 
haystack, a gate, or a stile. T h e  village 
consisted o f  tw elve or fifteen th a tch ed  
cottages, and the R ectory. T h e  R ectory  
was a square house, w ith  a garden fifty 
yards square. T h e  chu rch , close by, abou t 
fou r yards h ig h  by tw enty  yards long, 
had a square tow er a t the  end, and a 
yveather-cock.
G ood  M r. W a lte r  B row n had  m arried  
an en tirely  w orthy , very plain, som ew hat 
m idd le-aged  w ife, and settled h im se lf 
dow n, w ith  all his scholarship  and  good 
gifts, to p rom ote  the  spiritual w elfare o f  
W end lebury . H e  in terested  h im se lf  en­
tirely  in th a t object ; dug  his garden 
h im se lf ; took  a scholar o r tw o  to  prepare 
for O xford  exam inations, w ith  w h o m  in 
th e  m ornings he  read in the  old w ay ; 
studied th e  ‘ N a tu ra l H is to ry  o f  E n th u ­
siasm ,’ and was perfectly  happy  and 
contented , to  th e  end o f  his tim e.
F in d in g  h im  p roud  o f his little  ch u rch  
and its w ea ther-cock , I  made a d raw ing  
o f  i t  for h im , in  m y  b est m anner, a t 
sunset, w ith  a m oonrise behind. H e  ob­
jec ted  a little  to hav ing  th e  sky upside 
dow n, w ith  th e  darkest b lue a t the  bo ttom , 
to  b ring  ou t th e  ch u rch  ; bu t som ehow , 
everybody a t this tim e had  begun  to 
believe in  m e, and th in k  I  k n ew  m ore 
abou t draw ing  than  o ther people : and  the
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meekness w ith  w h ich  M r. B row n w ould  
listen to m e lec tu ring  on M ichael A ngelo, 
from  a series o f  outlines o f  the L ast J u d g ­
m en t w h ich  I had  b ro u g h t from  R om e, 
w ith  the  m uscles engraved all over the 
bodies like b ranch  railroads, rem ains w holly  
phenom enal and m ystic in m y m em ory. 
N obody  is ever the  least m eek to  m e now , 
w hen  I d o  know  som eth ing  abou t it.
B u t M r. B row n and his wife were in 
all ways extrem ely  k ind  to m e, and seemed 
to like hav ing  m e w ith  them . I t  was per­
haps only th e ir politeness : I can neither 
fancy nor find any th ing  in m yself a t this 
tim e w h ich  could have been pleasant to 
anybody, unless the  m ere w ish to be 
pleasant, w h ich  I had  always ; seeking to 
say, so far as I could honestly , w h a t 
w ould  be agreeable to w hom soever I 
spoke to.
F ro m  W end lebu ry  I w ent hom e, and 
m ade final preparation, w ith  G ordon’s help , 
for tak ing  m y degree in the  spring. I
find en try  on N ov. 16th, 1841, at H ern e  
H ill, ‘ I have got m y room s in order at 
last ; I shall set to w o rk  on m y reading 
to -m o rro w , m ethodically , b u t not h ard .’ 
Setting m y room s in order has, th ro u g h ­
ou t life, been an occasionally com placent 
recreation to m e ; b u t I have never suc­
ceeded in keeping th em  in order th ree 
days after they w ere in it.
O n the day follow ing com es this : ‘ M em ., 
w hy is hoarfrost form ed in larger crystals 
on the  ribs and edges o f  leaves than  in 
o th e r places ? ’ (on o th e r parts o f  the  leaf, 
I m ean t)— question w h ich  I had  th o u g h t 
asked for th e  first tim e in m y ice-study 
o f ’79 , and w hich  is no t answ ered yet.
T h e  en try  nex t day is also w o rth  copy­
ing  : ‘ R ead th e  C lem entina p a rt o f  “  Sir
C harles G randison.” I never m et w ith  
any th ing  w h ich  affected m e so pow erfully  ; 
a t p resen t I feel disposed to place this 
w o rk  above all o ther w orks o f  fiction I 
know . I t  is very, very grand  ; and  has,
I th in k , a g reater practical effect on m e 
for good than  any th ing  I ever read in 
m y life.’
I find m y first lessons from  H ard in g  
w ere also at this tim e ; very delightful 
for w h a t they w ere w o rth , th o u g h  I saw 
well enough his shortcom ings. B u t it 
was lovely to see h im  draw , in his 
ow n way, and up to a certain  point. H is 
know ledge o f  tree fo rm  was true, and 
entirely  w on for him self, w ith  an honest 
original perception. A lso, he was a violent 
h a te r o f th e  old D u tc h  school, and I 
im agine th e  first w ho  told m e th a t they 
w ere * sots, gam blers, and debauchees, 
de ligh ting  in  th e  reality o f  the  alehouse 
m ore than  in its p ictures.’ All w h ich  
was aw akening  and beneficial to no small 
extent.
A nd so the year 1842 daw ned for m e, 
w ith  m any th ings in its m orn ing  cloud. 
In  the  early spring o f  it, a change cam e 
over T u rn e r ’s m ind. H e  w an ted  to m ake
som e draw ings to please h im se lf ; b u t also 
to be paid for m ak ing  them . H e  gave 
M r. G riffith  fifteen sketches fo r choice 
o f  subject by  any one w h o  w ou ld  give 
h im  a com m ission. H e  go t com m issions 
for nine, o f  w h ich  m y  fa th e r le t m e 
choose a t first one, then  was coaxed and 
tricked  in to  le tting  m e have tw o. T u rn e r  
go t orders, o u t o f  all the  round  w orld  
besides, for seven m ore. W ith  th e  sketches, 
fo u r finished draw ings w ere show n for 
sam ples o f  th e  so rt o f  th in g  T  u m e r 
m ean t to  m ake o f  th em , and  for im m e­
diate purchase by  anybody.
A m ong  th e m  was th e  Splugen, w h ich  I 
had  some hope o f  ob ta in ing  by supplica­
tion, w hen  m y father, w ho  was travelling, 
cam e hom e. I w aited  dutifu lly  till he 
should  com e. In  the  m eantim e it was 
bou g h t, w ith  th e  loveliest L ake Lucerne, 
by M r. M u n ro  o f  N ovar.
T h e  th in g  becam e to  m e grave m a tte r 
for m editation . In  a story  by M iss E d g e-
w orth , the father w ould  have com e hom e 
in the nick  o f  tim e, effaced M r. 
M u n ro  as he hesitated w ith  the  Splugen 
in his hand , and given the dutiful son 
th a t, and another. I found, after m edi­
ta tion, th a t M iss E d g ew o rth ’s w ay was not 
th e  w orld ’s, no r P rov idence’s. I perceived 
then , and conclusively, th a t i f  you do a 
foolish th in g , you suffer for it exactly the 
same, w h e th e r you do it piously or not. 
I knew  perfectly w ell th a t this draw ing 
was the  best Swiss landscape yet painted 
by m an ; and tha t it was entirely  p roper
for m e  to have it , and inexpedient th a t 
anybody else should. I o u g h t to have 
secured it instantly , and begged m y fa th e r’s 
pardon, tenderly. H e  w ould  have been 
angry, and surprised, and grieved ; bu t loved 
m e none th e  less, found in the  end I  was 
rig h t, and been entirely  pleased. I should
have been very uncom fortable and  peniten t
for a w hile , b u t loved m y fa th e r all the 
m ore for having  h u r t  h im , and, in the
good o f  th e  th in g  itself, finally satisfied and 
tr iu m p h an t. As it  was, the  Splugen was 
a th o rn  in b o th  ou r sides, all ou r lives. 
M y  fa ther w as always try ing  to get it ; 
M r. M u n ro , aided by dealers, always 
raising the  price on h im , till it go t up 
from  80 to 400  guineas. T h e n  w e gave 
it u p ,— w ith  unspeakable w ear and tear o f  
best feelings on b o th  sides.
A nd h o w  about ‘ T h o u  shalt n o t covet,’ 
etc. ? G ood reader, i f  you ask this, please 
consult m y philosophical w orks. H ere , I 
can only tell you facts, w h e th e r  o f  c ircu m ­
stance or law . I t  is a law  th a t i f  you  do 
a foolish th ing  you suffer for it, w hatever 
your m otive. I do not say the m otive 
itse lf m ay n o t be rew arded  o r punished  on 
its ow n m erits. In  this case, n o th in g  b u t 
m ischief, as far as I know , cam e o f  the 
w hole m atter.
In  the m eantim e, bearing  the  d isappoin t­
m en t as best I could, I rejoiced in the  
sigh t o f  the  sketches, and the  hope o f  the
draw ings th a t w ere to be. A nd they  gave 
m e m uch  m ore to th in k  o f  th an  m y 
m ischance. I  saw  th a t these sketches w ere 
s tra ig h t im pressions from  natu re ,— not arti­
ficial designs, like the  C arthages and Rom es. 
A nd it began to occur to  m e th a t perhaps 
even in the  artifice o f  T u rn e r  there  m ig h t 
be m ore tru th  than  I had  understood. 
I  was by this tim e very learned in  h i s  
principles o f  com position ; b u t it seemed 
to  m e th a t in these la ter subjects N a tu re  
herse lf was com posing w ith  h im .
C onsidering o f  these m atters, one day
on the  road to  N orw ood , I noticed a b it 
o f  ivy round  a th o rn  stem , w h ich  seem ed, 
even to m y critical ju d g m en t, no t ill 
‘ com posed ’ ; and  proceeded to m ake a
lig h t and shade pencil study o f  it in m y 
grey paper pock e t-b o o k , carefully, as if  it 
h ad  been a b it o f  sculpture, lik ing  it
m ore and m ore as I drew . W h en  it was 
done, I saw th a t I had  virtually lost all
m y tim e since I was tw elve years old,
because no one had  ever to ld  m e to  draw  
w h a t was really the re  ! A ll m y tim e, I 
m ean, given to  d raw ing  as an a rt ; o f  course 
I had  th e  records o f  places, b u t had  never 
seen the  beauty  o f  any th ing , n o t even o f  
a stone— h o w  m u ch  less o f  a leaf!
I  was n e ith er so crushed nor so elated 
by th e  discovery as I o u g h t to  have been, 
b u t it ended th e  chrysalid days. T h e n c e ­
forw ard m y advance was steady, how ever 
slow.
T h is  m ust have been in M ay, and a 
w eek  o r tw o  afterw ards I  w en t up for 
m y degree, b u t find no en try  o f  it. I 
only w en t up  for a pass, and still w ro te  
L atin  so badly th a t the re  was a chance 
o f  m y n o t  passing ! bu t the  exam iners 
forgave it because th e  d ivinity , ph ilosophy, 
and m athem atics w ere all above th e  aver­
age ; and they  gave m e a com plim entary  
double-fourth .
W h en  I  was sure I  h ad  go t th ro u g h ,
I w en t ou t for a w alk  in the  fields n o rth  
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o f  N ew  College, (since tu rned  into the  
Parks,) happy  in the  sense o f recovered 
freedom , b u t extrem ely doubtfu l to w hat 
use I should  p u t it. T h e re  I was, at tw o 
and tw enty , w ith  such and such pow ers, 
all seco n d -ra te  except the analytic ones, 
w hich  w ere as m u ch  in em bryo as the 
rest, and w h ich  I had no m eans o f  
m easuring ; such and such lik ings, h ith e rto  
indulged  ra th e r against conscience ; and a 
d im  sense o f  duty  to myself, m y parents, 
and a daily m ore vague shadow  o f E ternal 
L aw .
W h a t should  I be, or do ? m y u tterly  
indulgent father ready to le t m e do any­
th in g  ; w ith  m y room  always luxuriously  
furn ished  in his house,— m y expenses paid 
if  I chose to travel. I was no t heartless 
enough, yet, to choose to do th a t, alone. 
Perhaps it m ay deserve some d im  praise 
th a t I never seriously th o u g h t o f  leaving 
m y fa ther and m o th er to explore foreign 
countries ; and certainly the fear o f  grieving
th em  was in term ing led  m ore or less w ith  
all m y thou g h ts  ; bu t then , I did no t m uch  
w a n t  to  explore foreign countries. I had 
no t th e  least love o f  adven ture, b u t liked 
to  have com fortab le room s always ordered, 
and a th ree-course  d inner ready by four 
o ’clock. A lth o u g h  no cow ard under c ir­
cum stances o f  accidental danger, I extrem ely 
objected to any vestige o f  danger as a 
continuous elem ent in one’s life. I w ould 
no t go to Ind ia  for fear o f  tigers, no r to 
R ussia for fear o f  bears, nor to P eru  for 
fear o f  earthquakes ; and finally, th o u g h  I 
had  no righ tly  g low ing or grateful affection 
for e ither fa ther o r m o th er, yet as they 
could  no t well do w ith o u t me, so also I 
found I was not a lto g e th e r com fortable 
w ith o u t t h e m .
So for the  present, w e p lanned a 
sum m er-tim e in Sw itzerland, no t o f  travel­
ling , bu t chiefly stay in C ham ouni, to give 
m e m oun tain  air, and the  long  coveted 
pow er o f  exam in ing  the  M o n t Blanc rocks
accurately. M y  m other loved C ham ouni 
nearly as m uch  as I ; b u t this p lan  was o f 
severe self-denial to  m y father, w ho  did 
not like snow, nor w ooden-w alled room s.
B ut he gave up  all his ow n likings 
for m e, and le t m e plan th e  stages
th ro u g h  F rance as I chose, by R ouen, 
C hartres, Fontainebleau, and A uxerre. A
pencil-sketch  or tw o at first show  only 
w an t o f  fa ith  in m y old m anner, and
m ore endeavour for lig h t and shade, futile 
enough. T h e  flat cross-country  betw een
C hartres and Fontaineb leau , w ith  an op­
pressive sense o f  Paris to  the  n o rth , fretted  
m e w icked ly ; w hen  w e go t to th e  F o u n ­
tain o f  F a ir  W ate r I lay feverishly w akeful 
th rough  th e  n igh t, and was so heavy and 
ill in  th e  m o rn in g  tha t I could no t safely 
travel, and fancied some bad sickness was 
com ing on. H ow ever, tow ards tw elve 
o’clock th e  inn people b ro u g h t m e a little  
basket o f  w ild  straw berries ; and they  re ­
freshed m e, and I p u t m y sketch -book  in
pocket and to ttered  ou t, th o u g h  still in 
an extrem ely  langu id  and w oe-begone 
condition ; and  getting  in to  a cart-ro ad  
am ong  som e young  trees, w here  there  was 
no th in g  to see b u t th e  b lue  sky th ro u g h  
th in  branches, lay dow n on th e  bank  by 
th e  roadside to see i f  I could  sleep. B u t 
I cou ldn ’t, and the  branches against the  
b lue sky began to  in terest m e, m otionless 
as the  branches o f  a tree o f  Jesse on a 
pain ted  w indow .
Feeling  gradually  som ew hat livelier, and 
th a t I w asn’t go ing  to die this tim e, and 
be bu ried  in th e  sand, th o u g h  I co u ldn ’t 
for th e  present w alk  any farther, I took 
ou t m y book, and began to draw  a little  
aspen tree, on the  o th e r side o f  th e  ca rt- 
road, carefully .
H o w  I had  m anaged to get in to  th a t 
u tte rly  dull cart-ro ad , w h en  the re  w ere 
sandstone rocks to be so u g h t for, the 
Fates, as I have so often to  observe, 
only know  ; b u t I was never fortunate
enough to find at F on ta ineb leau  any o f  
the sublim ities w h ich  I hear vaunted by 
F ren ch  artists, and w h ich  disturbed poor 
E velyn’s m ind  nearly as m uch as the 
‘ h o rrid  A lp ’ o f  C lifton :—
1 y th  M arch  ( 1644). I set forw ards 
w ith  som e com pany tow ards F ontaine Bleau, 
a sum ptuous palace o f  the  K ing ’s like ours 
a t F lam pton  C ourt. By the  way we passe 
th ro u g h  a forest so prodigiously encom ­
pass’d w ith  hideous rocks o f  w h itish  hard  
stone, heaped one on an o th er in m o u n ­
tainous heigh ts, th a t I th in k  the like is 
now here  to be found m ore horrid  and 
solitary. O n  th e  sum m it o f  one o f  these 
g loom y precipices, in term ing led  w ith  trees 
and shrubs, the  stones hang ing  over and 
m enacing ruin, is bu ilt an h erm itage .’
I believe this passage to be accurately 
characteristic o f  th e  pure E nglish  m ind 
about rocks. I f  they are only b ig  enough 
to  look as i f  they w ould  break your head 
i f  they  fell on it, it is all an E nglishm an
asks, o r can understand , o f  them . T h e  
m odern th irst for self-glorification in  ge tting  
to the top o f  th em  is indeed often accom ­
panied w ith  good interest in geographical 
and o th e r science ; and nice boys and girls 
d o  enjoy th e ir c lim bing , and lunch ing  in 
fields o f  prim ula. B u t I never trace a 
w ord  in one o f  th e ir journals o f  sorrow  
for th e  destruction  o f  any Swiss scene or 
Swiss character, so only tha t they  have 
th e ir  ow n cham pagne a t lunch .
T h e  ‘ hideous ro c k s ’ o f  Fon taineb leau  
w ere, I grieve to say, never hideous enough  
to please m e. T h ey  always seem ed to m e 
no b igger than  I could  pack  and send 
hom e for specim ens, had  they been w orth  
carriage ; and in m y savage dislike o f  
palaces and  stra igh t gravel w alks, I never 
found ou t the spring  w h ich  w as th e  soul 
o f  the  place. A nd to -day , I m issed rocks, 
palace, and foun tain  all alike, and found 
m yself ly ing on the bank  o f  a cart-road  
jn the sand, w ith  no p rospect w hatever
b u t th a t small aspen tree against th e  blue 
sky.
L anguid ly , bu t no t idly, I began to 
draw  it ; and as I drew , th e  languor 
passed aw ay : the  beautifu l lines insisted
on being  traced, —  w ith o u t weariness. 
M ore  and m ore beautiful they  becam e, 
as each rose o u t o f  th e  rest, and took  
its place in the  air. W ith  w onder in ­
creasing every instan t, I saw th a t they 
‘com posed ’ them selves, by finer laws than  
any know n  o f  m en. A t last, the  tree 
was there , and every th ing  th a t I had  
th o u g h t before about trees, now here.
T h e  N orw ood  ivy had  no t abased m e 
in  th a t final m anner, because one had  
always felt th a t ivy was an o rnam ental 
creature, and expected it to behave 
p rettily , on occasion. B ut th a t all the  
trees o f  the  w ood (for I  saw  surely th a t 
m y little  aspen was only one o f  the ir 
m illions) should be beautifu l— m ore than  
G o th ic  tracery, m ore than  G reek
vase-im agery, m ore than  the daintiest em ­
broiderers o f  the E ast could  em bro ider, 
or the artfullest painters o f  the  W est 
could  lim n , —  this was indeed an end
to all fo rm er th o u g h ts  w ith  m e, an in ­
sig h t in to  a new  silvan w orld .
N o t silvan only. T h e  w oods, w h ich  I
had  only looked on as w ilderness, fulfilled 
I then  saw, in the ir beauty, th e  same 
laws w h ich  guided the  clouds, divided the  
lig h t, and balanced th e  wave. ‘ H e  h a th
m ade every th ing  beautiful, in his tim e ,’ 
becam e for m e thenceforw ard  the  in ­
terpretation  o f  the bond betw een the 
h u m an  m ind  and  all visible th ings ; and
I re tu rn ed  along th e  w ood-road  feeling 
th a t it had  led m e far ;— F arth e r than  
ever fancy had  reached, or theodolite 
measured.
T o  m y sorrow , and ex trem e surprise, I 
find no diary w hatever o f  the  feelings or 
discoveries o f  th is year. T h e y  w ere too
m any , and bew ildering , to be w ritten . I
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did no t even draw  m uch ,— the things I 
now  saw w ere beyond d raw ing ,— b u t took  
to  careful botany, w hile the m o n th ’s 
tim e set apart for the rocks o f  C ham ouni 
was spent in  m erely finding ou t w h a t 
was to  be done, and w here. By the 
chance o f  guide dispensation, I had  only 
one o f  the  average standard, M ichel 
D evouassoud, w ho  knew  his w ay to the 
show  places, and little  m ore ; b u t I got 
the  fresh air and the  clim bing  ; and 
th o u g h t over m y Fontainebleau  though ts, 
by sw eeter springs. T h e  entry  above 
quoted  (p. 106), o f  D ec. n t h ,  th e  only one 
I can find o f  all the  year’s jou rney ing , is 
very notab le to m e, in show ing th a t the 
im pulse w h ich  th rew  the new  tho u g h ts  
into the  fo rm  o f  ‘ M odern  P a in ters ,’ 
cam e to m e in the  fu lfilm ent o f  the  one 
disagreeable duty  I persisted in,-—going 
to ch u rch  ! B ut it cam e to m e, tw o 
years follow ing, in m y true m o th er-to w n  
o f  G eneva,
W e w en t hom e in 1842 by th e  R h ine  
and F landers : and a t C ologne and St.
Q u en tin  I m ade th e  last draw ings ever 
executed in m y old m anner. T h a t o f  
th e  great square a t C ologne w as given 
to O sborne G ordon, and rem ains I believe 
w ith  his sister, M rs. P ritchard . T h e  St. 
Q uen tin  has vanished in to  space.
W e re tu rn ed  once m ore to th e  house 
a t H ern e  H ill, and th e  lovely draw ings
T u rn e r  had  m ade for m e, E hrenbre itste in  
and L ucerne, w ere first h u n g  in its little  
fron t d in ing -room . B u t th e  H e rn e  H ill 
days, and  m any joys w ith  them , w ere 
now  ended.
Perhaps m y  m o th er had som etim es— at 
H a m p to n  C ourt, o r C hatsw orth , o r Isola- 
Bella— adm itted  in to  h e r  qu ie t soul the  
idea th a t it m ig h t be nice to have a
larger garden. Som etim es a gold-tasseled 
O xford  friend w ould  com e ou t from  
Cavendish or G rosvenor Square to  see 
m e ; and there was only the  little  back
room  opposite th e  nursery for h im  to 
w ash his hands in. As his bank-balance 
enlarged, even m y father th o u g h t it 
possible th a t his coun try  custom ers m ig h t 
be m ore im pressed by enjoying th e ir 
afte r-d inner sherry  w ith  m ore room  for 
the ir legs. A nd, now  th a t I  was o f  age 
and B.A. and so on— did no t I  also w ant 
a larger house ?
N o , good reader ; b u t ever since first 
I  could drive a spade, I had  w anted  to 
dig a canal, and m ake locks on it, like 
H arry  in ‘ H a rry  and L ucy .’ A nd in 
th e  field at the back o f  the  D en m ark  
H ill house, now , in this h o u r o f  all
o u r weaknesses, offered in tem p ta tion , I 
saw m y w ay to a canal w ith  any n um ber 
o f  locks dow n tow ards D u lw ich .
I t  is very w onderful to m e, look ing
back, to  rem em ber this, and how  entirely  
boyish— and very y o u n g -b o y ish , too— I 
was still, in all instincts o f  personal
de ligh t : w h ile  yet, look ing  ou t o f  m y ­
self, I saw farthe r than  K ings o f  N aples 
or Cardinals o f  R om e.
Y et there  was m uch , and very closely 
balanced, debate, before th e  house was 
taken. M y  m o th e r w isely, th o u g h  sadly, 
said it was too late for h e r ;— she could 
no t now  m anage a large garden : and
m y father, feeling his vanity had  m ore 
than  a w ord  in the m atte r, besides all 
th a t m ig h t righ tly  be alleged o f  w hat 
was now  convenient and becom ing, hesi­
tated  painfully, as he had  done abou t his 
first C opley F ield ing .
B u t a t last th e  lease o f  the  larger 
house was b o u g h t : and everybody said
h o w  wise and p roper ; and m y m o th e r 
d i d  like arrang ing  the rows o f  pots in 
the  b ig  greenhouse ; and th e  view  from  
the  b reakfast-room  in to  the  field was 
really very lovely. A nd we b o u g h t th ree 
cow s, and sk im m ed o u r ow n cream , 
and  ch u rn ed  ou r ow n bu tter. A nd there 
was a stable, and a farm yard, and a
haystack, and a pigstye, and a p o rte r’s 
lodge, w here undesirable visitors could  be
stopped before startling  us w ith  a knock.
B ut, for all these things, we never w ere 
so happy  again. N ever any m ore ‘ at 
hom e.’
A t C ham pagnole , yes ; and in C ham oun i, 
— in L a C loche, at D ijon ,— in La C ygne, 
at Lucerne. A ll these places w ere o f  
the  old tim e. B ut th o u g h  w e had  m any 
happy  days in the  D en m ark  H ill house, 
none o f  ou r new  ways ever w ere the 
same to us as th e  old : the  basketfuls o f  
peaches had  no t the  flavour o f  th e  n u m ­
bered dozen or score ; no r w ere all the 
apples o f  the  g reat orchard  w o rth  a
single dishful o f  th e  Siberian crabs o f
H ern e  H ill.
A nd  I never go t m y canal dug, after all ! 
H a rry ’s m ak ing  the  lock-gates h im se lf had  
indeed always seem ed .to m e too m agnifi­
cen t ! in im itab le if  no t incredible : b u t also, 
I had never, till now  tha t th e  need cam e,
en tered  in to  th e  statistics o f  w ate r supply. 
T h e  gardeners w anted  all th a t was in the 
bu tts  for the  greenhouse. N o th in g  b u t a 
dry d itch , incom m odious to the  cows, I 
saw  to  be possible, and  resigned m yself
to  destiny : yet th e  bew itch ing  idea never
w en t ou t o f  m y  head , and som e w ate r­
w orks, on th e  m odel o f  Fontainebleau ,
w ere verily set allow ing —  tw en ty  years 
afterw ards, as w ill be told.
T h e  n ex t year, the re  was travelling  
enough  for us up  and dow n th e  new
garden w alks. A lso, the  first volum e
o f  ‘ M odern  Pain ters ’ took  th e  best o f  
th e  w in te r’s leisure : th e  sum m er was
broken  by some form al te rm -k eep in g  at
O xford . T h e re  is n o th in g  in diary w o rth  
no ting , except a w ord  abou t C am berw ell
ch u rch  w indow , to w h ich  I m ust re tu rn
in connection w ith  th ings yet far ahead.
T h e  said first volum e m ust have been
o u t by m y fa th e r’s b irthday  ; its success was 
assured by the  end o f  th e  year, and on
January  is t, 1844, ‘ m y fa ther b rough t 
m e in th e  “ S lav e r” for a N ew  Y ear’s 
g ift,’— know ing  w ell, th is tim e, h o w  to 
please m e. I  had  it a t the foot o f  m y 
bed nex t m orn ing , like m y ow n ‘ L och  
A c h ra y ’ o f  old. B ut th e  pleasure o f  one’s 
ow n first pa in tin g  everybody can under­
stand. T h e  pleasure o f  a new  T u rn e r  to 
m e, nobody ever w ill, and it’s no use 
ta lk ing  o f  it.
F o r th e  second volum e, (not m ean t to 
be the  least like w h a t it  is,) I  w anted  
m ore C ham ouni. T h e  jou rney  o f  1844 
was p lanned entirely  for central Alps, and 
on Ju n e  is t, 1844, w e w ere happy  by 
Lake L em an  shore, again.
C H A P T E R  V.
T H E  SIM P L ON .
1\  Vi O R E  and m ore deeply every h ou r, 
in retracing  A lpine paths,— by m y 
fireside,— the w onder grow s on m e, w h a t 
H eaven  m ade the  Alps for, and gave the  
cham ois its foot, and the  gentian  its blue, 
— yet gave no one the  h eart to love them . 
A nd in the  A lps, w hy  especially th a t 
m igh ty  central pass was so divinely planned, 
yet no one to pass it b u t against the ir 
wills, till N apoleon  cam e, and m ade a 
road over it.
N o r often, since, w ith  any joy ; th ough  
in tru th  there is no o th e r such piece o f  
beauty and pow er, full o f  hum an  interest o f  
the  m ost strangely varied kind, in all the 
m ountain  scenery o f  th e  globe, as th a t 
traverse, w ith  its tw o term inal cities, 
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G eneva and M ila n ; its tw o lovely lakes o f 
approach , L em an and M ag g io re  ; its tw o 
trem endous valleys o f  vestibule, the Valais 
and Val d ’Ossola; and its ow n, no t desolate
nor terrib le, bu t w holly  beautiful, upper
region o f  rose and snow.
O f  m y early joy  in M ilan , I have
already to ld  ; o f  G eneva, there is no 
telling, th o u g h  I m ust now  give w h at
poor p icture I m ay o f  th e  days w e spent 
there, happy  to young  and old alike,
again and again, in ’33, ’35, ’4,2, and
now , w ith  full deliberation, in ’44, kn o w ­
ing, and, in th e ir  repetitions tw ice, and 
th rice, and four tim es, m agnifying, the 
w ell-rem em bered  joys. A nd still I am  
m ore thank fu l, th ro u g h  every year o f
added life, th a t I was born in L ondon ,
near enough  to G eneva for m e to reach it 
easily;— and yet a city so contrary  to every­
th in g  G enevoise as best to teach m e w hat 
the w onders o f  the  little  canton w ere.
A  little canton, four miles square, and
w hich  did no t w ish to be six m iles square ! 
A  little  tow n, com posed o f  a cluster o f  
w aterm ills, a street o f  penthouses, tw o 
w ooden bridges, tw o dozen o f  stone houses 
on a little  h ill, and th ree  o r fou r perpen ­
d icu lar lanes up and dow n the  hill. T h e  
four m iles o f  acreage round , in grass, w ith  
m odest gardens, and farm -dw elling  houses ; 
th e  people,- pious, learned, and busy, to 
a m an, to  a w om an— to a boy, to  a girl, 
o f  th e m  ; progressing to and fro m ostly 
on the ir feet, and  only w here they  had  
business. A nd this b ird ’s-nest o f  a 
place, to be the  cen tre  o f  religious and 
social th o u g h t, and o f  physical beauty, 
to all living E u rope  ! T h a t  is to say, 
th in k in g  and designing E u rope ,— France, 
G erm any , and Italy. T h ey , and the ir pieties, 
and  th e ir prides, th e ir arts and the ir 
insanities, th e ir w raths and slaughters, 
sp ring ing  and flow ering, bu ild ing  and fo r­
tifying, foam ing and thu n d erin g  round  this 
inconceivable p o in t o f  patience : th e  m ost
lovely spot, and th e  m ost notable, w ith o u t 
any possible dispute, o f  the  E uropean 
universe ; yet th e  nations do no t covet it, 
do no t gravitate to it,— w hat is m ore 
w onderful, do no t m ake a w ilderness o f 
it. T h e y  figh t the ir battles a t C halons 
and Leipsic ; they build  the ir co tton  mills 
on the  A ire, and leave the R h o n e  runn ing  
w ith  a m illion o f  A ire pow er,— all pure. 
T h e y  build  th e ir pleasure houses on 
T h am es sh ingle, and Seine m ud , to look 
across to L am b eth , and— w hatever i s  on the 
o ther side o f  th e  Seine. T h ey  found  the ir 
m ilitary pow ers in th e  sand o f  Berlin, and 
leave this p recip ice-guarded  plain in peace. 
A nd  yet it rules them , —  is th e  focus 
o f  th o u g h t to them , and o f  passion, o f  
science, and o f  c o n t r a t  s o c i a l e  ;  o f  rational 
conduct, and o f  decent —  and o ther —  
m anners. Saussure’s school and C alvin’s, 
— Rousseau’s and B yron’s,— T u rn e r’s,—
A nd o f  course, I was going to say, 
m ine ; b u t I d idn’t w rite  all th a t last
page to end so. Y et G eneva had  better 
have ended w ith  educating  m e and the  
likes o f  m e, instead o f  the people w ho  
have hold  o f  it now , w ith  the ir polypous 
knots o f  houses, com m unal w ith  ‘ L ondon, 
Paris, and N ew  Y o rk .’
B eneath  w h ich , and on the  esplanades 
o f  the  m odern casino, N ew  Y ork  and 
L ondon now  live— no m ore th e  Genevese. 
W h a t th e ir hom e once w as, I m ust try  to 
tell, as I  saw it.
F irst, it was a notable tow n for keeping 
all its poor,— inside o f  it. In  the  very 
centre , w here an E nglish  tow n has its 
b iggest square, and its E xchange on the 
m odel o f  the  P arthenon , built for th e  sake 
o f  the  bu ilder’s com m ission on the  cost ; 
there , on th e ir little  p ile-p ropped  island, 
and by the  steep lane-sides, lived the 
G enevoise poor ; in th e ir garrets,— th e ir 
laborious upper spinning or w atch -w heel 
c u ttin g  room s,— the ir dark  niches and 
angles o f  lane : m ostly busy ; the  infirm
and old all seen to and cared for, the ir 
porringers filled and th e ir pallet-beds m ade, 
by household  care.
B ut, outside the ram parts, no m ore poor. 
A sputter, perhaps, southw ard , a long the 
Savoy road ; b u t in all the  cham paign  
round, no m ean rows o f  cubic lodgings 
w ith  D oric  porches ; no squalid fields o f  
m ud  and thistles ; no deserts o f  abandoned 
brickfield  and  insolvent k itchen  garden. O n 
the  instant, outside G eneva gates, perfectly 
sm ooth , clean, trim -h ed g ed  o r p rim -w alled  
country  roads ; the  m ain broad one in ten t 
on far-aw ay th ings, its signal-posts inscribed 
‘ R ou te  de Paris ; ’ b ranch ing  from  it, r ig h t 
and left, a labyrin th  o f  equally w ell-kep t 
ways fo r fine carriage w heels, betw een the 
gen tlem en’s houses w ith  th e ir farm s ; each 
having its ow n fifteen to tw enty  to fifty 
acres o f  m ostly m eadow , rich -w av ing  
always (in m y tim e for being there) w ith  
grass and flowers, like  a kaleidoscope. 
S tately plane trees, aspen and w aln u t,—
som etim es in avenue,— casting breezy, never 
gloom y, shade round  the  dw elling-house. 
A  dw elling -house  indeed, all the  year 
round  ; no travelling  from  it to fairer lands 
possible ; no sh u ttin g  up for seasons in 
tow n ; h ay -tim e  and fru it- tim e , school- 
tim e and play, for genera tion  a fte r genera­
tion, w ith in  th e  cheerfu l w h ite  dom icile 
w ith  its green shu tte rs and shingle 
roof,— pinnacled perhaps, hum orously , at 
th e  corners, g litte ring  on the  edges 
w ith  silvery tin . ‘ K ep t up ’ the  w hole 
place, and all th e  n e ig h b o u rs’ places, 
no t ostentatiously, b u t perfectly  : enough  
gardeners to  m ow , enough  vintagers to 
press, enough  nurses to nurse ; no foxes 
to h u n t, no birds to shoot ; b u  t every 
househo ld  felicity possible to prudence 
and honour, felt and fulfilled from  infancy 
to age.
W h ere  the grounds cam e dow n to  the  
w aterside, they  w ere m ostly b u ilt o u t into 
it, till the  w ater was four or five feet
deep, lapp ing  up, or lashing, under breeze, 
against the  terrace wall. N o t m uch  
boating  ; fancy w herries, unm anageable, or 
too adventurous, upon the w ild blue ; 
and Swiss boating  a serious m arket and 
trade business, unfashionable in th e  h igh  
ru ral em pyrean o f  Geneva. B u t betw een 
the H o te l des E trangers, (one o f  these 
country-houses open to the  polite stranger, 
som e half-m ile  ou t o f  the gates, w here 
Salvador took  us in ’33 and ’35) and the 
tow n, there w ere one or tw o  landing- 
places for th e  raft-like flat feluccas ; and 
glim pses o f  the open lake and th ings 
beyond,— glim pses only, shu t off quickly  
by garden walls, until one cam e to the 
in let o f  lake-w a ter m oat w h ich  ben t itse lf 
under the  ram parts back to th e  city gate. 
T h is  was crossed, for people afoot w ho 
did no t like  going  round to th a t m ain 
gate, by the delicatest o f  filiform  suspension 
b rid g es; strong enough  it looked to carry 
a couple o f  lovers over in safety, or a
nursem aid and ch ild ren , b u t n o th in g  heavier. 
O ne  was allow ed to cross i t  for a centim e, 
w h ich  seem ed to m e always a m ost 
profitable transaction, the  portress receiving 
placidly a sort o f  d irty  flattened sixpence, 
(I  fo rget its nam e) and re tu rn in g  m e a 
w aistcoat-pocketfu l o f  th e  loveliest little  
clean -struck  centim es ; and then  one m ig h t 
stand on th e  bridge any tim e, in perfect 
quiet. (T h e  Genevese d idn ’t  like paying 
the  centim e, and  w en t round  by th e  gate.) 
T w o  swans, d rifting  about undernea th , 
over a couple o f  fathom s o f  purest green 
w ater, and th e  lake really  opening  from  
the  m oat, exactly w here  the  C ham ouni 
range o f  aiguilles rose beyond it far away. 
In  our tow n w alks w e used always to 
tim e ge tting  back  to the  little  b ridge at
sunset, there  to  w ait and w atch .
T h a t w as the w ay o f  th in g s on the
n o rth  side ; on the  south , the  tow n  is
still, in the m ain build ings o f  it, as 
th en  ; th e  g roup  o f  officially aristocratic
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houses round  the cathedral and college
presenting the  same inaccessible sort o f
fam ily d ignity  tha t they  do to-day ; only,
since then , the G eneva L iberals W ell, I
w ill no t say w h at they  have done ; the  
m ain tow n stands still on its h e ig h t o f  
pebble-gravel, k n it alm ost in to  rock ;
and still the  upper terraces look  across 
the  variously m ischievous L iberal w orks 
to  the open southern  country, rising in 
steady slope o f  garden, orchard , and vine­
y a rd —  sprinkled w ith  p re tty  farm -houses 
and bits o f  chateau, like a sea-shore w ith  
shells ; rising always steeper and steeper, 
till the air gets rosy in th e  distance, then  
blue, and the  great w alnu t-trees have 
becom e dots, and the farm steads, m inik in  
as if  they w ere the fairy-finest o f  m odels 
m ade to be packed in a box ; and then , 
instant —  above vineyard, above farm ­
stead, above field and w ood, leaps up 
the Salève cliff, tw o thousand feet in to  
the  air.
I don’t th in k  anybody w ho goes to 
G eneva ever sees th e  Salève. F o r  the  
m ost part, no E nglish  creature ever d o e s  
see fa rther than  over the  w ay ; and  the  
Salève, unless you carefully peer in to  it, 
and m ake ou t w h at i t  is, pretends to be 
n o th ing , —  a long , low  swell like the  
South D ow ns, I fancy m ost people take 
it for, and look no m ore. Y et there 
are few  rocks in the  h ig h  Alps m ore 
aw ful than  the  ‘ A ngle ’ o f  th e  Salève, at 
its foo t —  seven Shakespeare’s Cliffs set 
one on th e  top  o f  ano ther, and all o f  
m arble.*
O n  th e  o ther side o f  th e  h ig h  tow n 
the  houses stand closer, leaving yet space 
for a little  sycam ore-shaded w alk , w hence 
one looks dow n on the  w hole southern  
reach o f  lake, opening  w ide to the
* Not Parian, indeed, - nor Carrara, but an 
extremely compact limestone, in which the 
compressed faulted veins are of marble indeed, 
and polish beautifully.
horizon , and edged there like the sea, 
bu t in the  sum m er sunshine looking  as 
i f  i t  was the  one w ell o f  blue w h ich  the 
sunbeam s drank to m ake the sky of. 
Beyond it, ghostly  ranges o f  incredible 
m ountains —  the D e n t d ’O che, and first 
cliffs tow ards F rib o u rg  ; to the west, the  
long  wave o f  Ju ra , fading into the  air 
above N euchâte l.
T h a t was the view  for full noon, w hen 
the  lake was b righ test and bluest. T h e n  
you fell dow n a perpendicu lar lane into 
the low er tow n  again, and you w en t to 
M r. B au tte’s.
V irtually  there was no o ther jew eller 
in G eneva, in  the  great times. T h e re  
w ere some respectable, uncom petitive 
shops, no t dazzling, in the  m ain street ; 
and sm aller ones, w ith  an average supply 
o f  m iniature w atches, th a t w ould  go well 
for ten years ; and uncostly, b u t honest, 
trinketry . B ut one w ent to M r. B au tte’s 
w ith  awe, and o f  necessity, as one did to
one’s bankers. T h e re  was scarcely any 
ex ternal sign o f  B au tte  w hatever— a sm all 
brass plate at the  side o f  a narrow  arched  
door, in to  an alley— into  a secluded alley—  
leading into a m onastic  courtyard , out o f  
w h ic h — or ra th e r ou t o f  the  alley, w here 
it opened to th e  court, you  ascended a 
w ind ing  stair, w ide enough  for tw o only, 
and cam e to a green door, sw ing ing , at 
th e  top  o f  it ; and there you paused to 
sum m on courage to enter.
A  not large room , w ith  a single counter 
a t the  fu rth e r side. N o th in g  show n on 
th e  counter. T w o  confidential attendants 
beh ind  it, and —  it m ig h t possibly be 
M r. B autte !— or his son— or his partner 
— or anyhow  the  R u lin g  p o w er— at his 
desk beside th e  back w indow . Y ou to ld  
w h a t you w anted : it was necessary to 
know  your m ind, and  to  be sure you d i d  
w an t it ; there  was no show ing  o f  things 
for tem ptation  a t B au tte’s. Y ou w anted 
a bracelet, a brooch , a w atch— plain or
enam elled. C hoice o f  w h at was w anted
was quietly  given. T h e re  w ere no big
stones, nor . b lind ing  galaxies o f  w ealth . 
E n tire ly  sound w orkm anship  in the purest 
gold th a t could be w orked ; fine enam el
for the  m ost part, for colour, ra th e r than  
jew els ; and a certain B auttesque subtlety 
o f  linked  and w reathed  design, w hich  the 
experienced eye recognized w hen w orn  in 
Paris or L ondon. A bsolutely ju s t and
m oderate price ; w ear, —  to th e  end o f  
your days. Y ou cam e aw ay w ith  a sense 
o f  duty  fulfilled, o f  treasure possessed, and 
o f  a new  foundation  to the respectability 
o f  your fam ily.
Y ou re tu rned  in to  the  lig h t o f  the  open 
street w ith  a blissful sense o f  a parcel 
being m ade up to be sent after you, and 
in th e  consequently  calm  expatiation o f  
m ind , w en t usually to w atch  th e  R hone.
B au tte’s was in the m ain  street, ou t o f  
w h ich  one cau g h t glim pses, dow n the 
sho rt cross ones, o f  th e  passing w ater, as
a t Sandgate, or the like fishing tow ns, 
one got peeps o f  th e  sea. W ith  tw enty  
steps you w ere beside it.
F o r all o th e r rivers there  is a surface, 
and an underneath , and  a vaguely d is ­
pleasing idea o f  the  bo ttom . B u t the  
R hone  flows like one lam ben t jew el ; its 
surface is now here, its ethereal self is 
everyw here, the  iridescent rush  and trans­
lucen t s tren g th  o f  it b lue to th e  shore,
and rad ian t to the depth .
F ifteen feet th ick , o f  not flow ing, b u t 
flying w ater ; no t w ater, n e ith er,— m elted  
glacier, ra ther, one should  call it ; th e  
force o f  the ice is w ith  it, and the  
w rea th in g  o f  the clouds, the  gladness o f 
the  sky, and the  continuance o f  T im e.
W aves o f  clear sea are, indeed, lovely 
to  w atch , b u t they are always com ing  or 
gone, never in any taken shape to be
seen for a second. B u t here was one
m ig h ty  wave th a t w as always itself, and 
every fluted sw irl o f  it, constan t as the
w reath ing  o f  a shell. N o  w asting aw ay 
o f  the  fallen foam , no pause for gathering  
o f  pow er, no helpless ebb o f  discouraged 
recoil ; bu t alike th ro u g h  b rig h t day and 
lu lling  n ig h t, the  never-pausing  p lunge, 
and never-fad ing  flash, and never-hush ing  
w hisper, and, w hile the sun was up, the  
ever-answ ering  g low  o f  unearth ly  aqua­
m arine, u ltram arine , v iolet-b lue, gen tian - 
blue, peacock-b lue, river-of-paradise blue, 
glass o f  a painted w indow  m elted in  the 
sun, and the  w itch  o f  the  A lps flinging the 
spun  tresses o f  it for ever from  h e r snow.
T h e  innocent w ay, too, in w h ich  the 
river used to stop to look  into every little  
corner. G reat to rren ts always seem angry, 
and great rivers too often sullen ; b u t 
there  is no anger, no disdain, in th e  R hone. 
I t  seem ed as i f  th e  m oun tain  stream  was 
in m ere bliss a t recovering itself again out 
o f  the lake-sleep, and raced because it 
rejoiced in racing, fain yet to re tu rn  and 
stay. T h e re  w ere pieces o f  w ave tha t
danced all day as i f  P erd ita  w ere looking
on to learn  ; there  w ere little  stream s
th a t sk ipped like lam bs and leaped like
cham ois ; there  w ere pools th a t shook the  
sunshine all th ro u g h  them , and w ere rippled 
in layers o f  overlaid ripples, like crystal 
sand ; there  w ere curren ts th a t tw isted
the lig h t in to  golden braids, and in laid  
th e  threads w ith  turquoise enam el ; there 
w ere strips o f  stream  th a t had  certainly 
above th e  lake been m idstream s, and w ere 
look ing  busily for m ills to tu rn  again ; 
there  w ere shoots o f  stream  th a t had  once 
sho t fearfully in to  the  air, and now  sprang 
up again laugh ing  th a t they  had  only 
fallen a foot o r tw o ;— and in th e  m idst o f  
all the  gay g litte rin g  and eddied lingering , 
the  noble bearing by o f  th e  m idm ost dep th , 
so m ig h ty , yet so terrorless and harm less, 
w ith  its swallows sk im m ing  instead o f  
petrels, and th e  dear old decrepit tow n as 
safe in the  em bracing  sweep o f  it as if  it 
w ere set in a b rooch  o f  sapphire. 
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A nd th e  day w en t on, as th e  river ; bu t 
I never felt th a t I w asted tim e in w atch ing  
th e  R hone. O ne used to get giddy som e­
tim es, or discontentedly envious o f  the 
fish. T h e n  one w en t back for a w alk  
in the  penthouse street, long ago gone. 
T h e re  was no such o th e r street anyw here. 
Penthouses five stories h ig h , no t so m uch  
for the protection o f  th e  people in the 
street as to keep the  plash o f  heavy 
rain from  the  house w indow s, so th a t 
these m ig h t be the  m ore safely open. 
B eam -pillars o f  squared pine, w ith  one 
cross-tie beam , the  undecorative structu ra l 
a rrangem ent, Swiss to th e  very h eart and 
p itch  o f it, p ic tu resque in com fort, stately 
and ancient w ith o u t decay, and  rough , 
here in m id G eneva, m ore than in the 
hill solitudes.
W e arrived at G eneva on is t Ju n e , 
1844, w ith  plan o f  ano ther m o n th  at 
C ham oun i ; and fine th ings afterw ards, 
w h ich  also cam e prosperously to pass.
I had  learned to draw  now  w ith  great 
botanical precision ; and could colour 
delicately, to a p o in t o f  h ig h  finish. I 
was in terested  in every th ing , from  clouds 
to lichens. G eneva was m ore w onderful 
to m e, the  Alps m ore liv ing  and m igh ty , 
than  ever ; C ham oun i m ore peaceful.
W e  reached the  P rieu re  on the  6th 
Ju n e , and found  poor M ich e l Devouas- 
soud’s c lim bing  days ended. H e  had got 
a ch ill, and  a cough ; m edicined h im self 
w ith  absinthe, and was now  fast dying. 
T h e  body o f  guides had  ju s t sustained a . 
graver loss, by the  superannuation , according 
to law , in  his s ix tie th  year, o f  Joseph  
C ou tte t, the  C ap ta in  o f  M o n t Blanc, and 
bravest at once and m ost sagacious o f  the 
old school o f  guides. P artly  in regard 
for th e  old m an, partly  in respect for us, 
now  favourably know n in C ham ouni, the 
law  was relaxed by  th e  C h e f  des G uides 
in ou r favour, and C o u tte t cam e to  us 
ón the  m orn ing  o f  the  y th  o f  Ju n e . M y
fa th e r explained to h im  th a t he w anted
m e taken charge o f  on the hills, and not
perm itted  in any am bitious attem pts, or 
taken in to  any dangerous places ; and tha t, 
from  w hat he had  heard  o f  C o u tte t’s 
trustw orthiness, and know ledge o f  his 
m ountains, he  had  no do u b t tha t I 
should  be safe w ith  h im , and m ig h t learn 
m ore under his tu telage, in safety, than  
by the m ost daring  expeditions under 
inferior masters. C o u tte t said little, bu t
accepted the  charge w ith  a kindly  g litter 
« in his eyes, and a cheerful w ord  or tw o, 
signifying th a t m y fa ther need not fear 
for m e ; and w e set ou t together for the 
base o f  th e  B uet,— I on m uleback , he 
w alking.
F o r th ir ty  years he  rem ained m y tu to r 
and com panion. H ad  he been m y
draw ing-m aster also, it w ou ld  have been 
b e tte r for m e : i f  m y w ork  pleased
C outtet, I found afterw ards it was always 
good ; and he knew  perfectly w hen I
was try ing  vainly to do w h a t I could 
not, or foolishly w h at no one else w ould  
care for.
T h e  m o n th  a t C ham oun i, how ever, 
passed w ith  his approval, and to m y 
perfect benefit. I m ade tw o foreground 
studies in colour, o f  considerable beauty  ; 
and, under his teaching , began to use 
m y alpenstock easily, and to  w alk  w ith  
firmness.
O f  ou r hab itual C h am oun i life— papa’s, 
m am m a’s, and m ine— I shall give accoun t 
fu rth er on : I take from  this year’s diary 
only the  no te on first reaching  the bases 
o f  th e  aiguilles.
‘ A t last, on steep inclined planes o f  
snow , reached th e  base o f  th e  little  
C harm oz ; bu t was am azed to  find th a t 
th e  size o f  th e  aiguilles seemed to 
dim inish w ith  every step o f  approach, 
after a certain po in t, and th a t, thus seen 
(the aiguille) B laitière, th o u g h  still 3 ,000 
feet above us, looked a m ere rock,
ascendable in a quarte r o f  an h o u r .’
O f  course, after being used to the  h ighe r
rocks, one begins to m easure th em  in 
th e ir  ow n w ay ; b u t w here  there  is 
no th ing  to test scale— w here th e  air is 
perfectly misti ess, and the  m ountain
masses are divided in to  sheets w hose 
e d g e s  are the  h e ig h t o f  D over cliffs, it 
is im possible effectually to estim ate the ir 
m agnitude bu t by try ing  th em .’
T h is  b it o f  m oon ligh t is perhaps w orth  
keeping : ‘ 2 8 th  Ju n e , half-past ten. —
I never was dazzled by m o o n lig h t until 
now  ; b u t as it rose from  beh ind  the  
M o rit B lanc du T acu l, the  full m oon 
alm ost b linded m e : it burst fo rth  into
the sky like a vast star. F o r  an h o u r 
before, the  aiguilles had  appeared as dark 
masses against a sky look ing  as transparent 
as clear sea, edged a t th e ir sum m its w ith  
fleeces o f  cloud break ing  in to  glorious 
spray and foam  o f  w hite  fire. A  m eteor
fell over the  D ôm e as th e  m oon rose :
now  it is so intensely b r ig h t th a t I
cannot see the M o n t Blanc underneath
it ; the  form  is lost in its lig h t.’
M any  and m any an h o u r o f  precious 
tim e and perfect s ig h t was spent, during  
these years, in  thus w a tch in g  skies ; 
m uch  -was w ritten  w h ich  w ould  be 
useful— if  I took a year to pu t it together, 
— to m yself ; bu t, in th e  present sm oky 
w orld , to no o th e r creature : and m uch
was learned, w h ich  is o f  no use now  to 
anybody ; for to m e it is only sorrow ful 
m em ory , and to  others, an old m an ’s 
fantasy.
W e left C ham oun i on 4 th  J u ly  ; on
the  8 th  I find this en try  a t St. G in -
gou lph  : ‘ W e  dined late, w h ich  k ep t m e 
later from  m y w alk  than  I like, and it 
was w et w ith  recent rain ; b u t the  glades 
o f  greensw ard under groves o f  Spanish 
chesnut all th e  greener for it. Such 
richness I never saw in Ita ly  ; the  hay 
ju s t cu t, leaving the  grass crisp and sho rt ;
th e  grey trunks and rich  leaves m ixed 
w ith  mossy rock, and the cliffs above, 
nobler than  A m alfi : the  sunset sent dow n 
rays o f  opaque gold betw een m e and the  
Ju ra , b ring ing  out th e  successive rises o f  
th e  Pays de V aud ; the  Ju ra  a golden 
shadow , sharp-edged and baseless in the 
sky.’
H ence , w e crossed th e  S im plon to 
Baveno and back ,— for the S im plon’s and 
Lago M agg io re’s sake only.
‘ Baveno, Ju ly  1 2 th .— I have m ore feeling 
for Ita ly  than  ever, b u t it m akes m e deeply 
sad. T h e  vines and pasture about this place 
m ake it a Paradise ; the  people are fine- 
featured, and singularly  graceful in m otion  ; 
b u t there is every appearance o f  hopeless 
vice. F o u r m en have been p laying cards 
and drinking , w ith o u t stirring , in the 
inn -yard  since tw elve o ’clock (noon. I had  
com e in from  an evening w alk), and  the  
gardens and enclosed spots o f  g round  are 
foul as dunghills. T h e  Isola Bella is fast
going to decay— all th e  stucco o f  it green, 
dam p, shattered , covered w ith  weeds and 
dead leaves ; yet the  flowers and foliage 
o f  surpassing beau ty .’
A nd to this day, the uselessness o f  San
C arlo’s m em ory  is to m e one o f  the
entirely  w onderfu llest th ings in C atho lic  
h isto ry  ;— th a t R om e should  go on sending 
missionaries to  C hina, and, w ith in  a 
thousand  yards across the  w ater from  St. 
C arlo ’s isle, leave th e  people o f  her ow n 
Ita ly ’s G arden  o f  E den  in gu ilt and 
m isery. I call the  L ago  M agg io re  d istric t 
the  E den  o f  Ita ly  ; for there are no
solfataras there , no earthquakes, no pes­
tiferous m arsh , no fever-strik ing  sunshine. 
P u rest air, richest earth , loveliest wave ; 
and the  sam e noble race tha t founded  the  
arch itec tu re  o f  Ita ly  a t C om o.
L eft to die, like the  green lizards, in 
the  b lind clefts o f  the ir rocks, w hence
they  see no G od.
‘ V illage o f  S im plon, 15th  J u n e .—  
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A t e ig h t this evening I was sitting on 
th e  h ighest col o f  the  Sim plon, w atch ing  
the lig h t die on the B reithorn  ; n o th ing  
round  m e b u t rock  and lichen, except 
one purple flow er,’ (coloured and very 
accurate draw ing , a t the  side, o f  L inaria 
A lpina,) ‘ and the  fo rg e t-m e-n o t, w h ich  
grow s everyw here. M y  w alk  hom e was 
very lovely, star after star com ing ou t 
above m y head, the  w h ite  hills gleam ing 
am ong th em  ; the  gu lp h  o f  pines, w ith  
the to rren t, black and aw ful below  ; 
lights b reak ing  softly th ro u g h  cottage 
windows.
‘ Cassiopeia is rising above a piny m oun­
tain, exactly opposite m y w indow .’
T h e  linaria m ust have been b rough t 
‘  hom e ’ (the Sim plon village inn was 
already m ore tha t to m e than  ever 
D enm ark  H ill) , and painted nex t m o rn ­
in g —  it could  no t have been so righ tly  
coloured a t n ig h t ; also the day had been 
a heavy one. A t six, m orn ing , I had
visited S ignor Z anetti, and review ed his 
collection o f  p ictures on Isola Pescatore ; 
w alked up m ost o f  the  defile o f  G ondo ; 
and the  m o m en t we got to  the  Sim plon 
village, dashed off to ca tch  the  sunset
from  the  col ; five m iles up hill against
tim e, (and w alk  against tim e up a regular 
slope o f  e ig h t feet in  th e  hu n d red  is the 
m ost try ing  fo o t-w o rk  I know ,) five m iles 
back  under the  stars, w ith  th e  hills not 
u n d e r  b u t a m o n g  th em , and careful entry, 
o f  w h ich  I have only given a sentence, 
m ake up a day w h ich  shows there was 
now  no farther need to be alarm ed abou t 
m y health . M y  good father, w ho  was 
never w ell in the  h ig h  air, and hated  the 
chills from  patches o f  m e ltin g  snow, 
stayed nevertheless all nex t day at the 
village, to  le t m e clim b the  long-coveted  
peak w est o f  the  S im plon col, w h ich
form s the  g reat precipice on th e  Brieg 
side. ‘ I t  com m anded the  Valais far dow n, 
th e  Bernese Alps in th e ir w hole ex ten t,
and tw o great m ountains beyond the
valley o f  Saas.’ T hese  w ere the W eisshorn, 
and low er peak  nearer Z erm att.
T h a t evening Jam es Forbes and his wife 
w ere w ith  us in the otherw ise untenanted  
salle-à-m anger (see ‘ D eucalion ,’ C hap. X .), 
and next m orn ing , the  i y th , ‘ I set off a t six 
to visit the P ère  Barras, (form erly C laven- 
diér o f  the great St. B ernard, now  at the 
m onastery o f  the Sim plon), ‘ O n  the 
Sem pione,’ (I m eant the  F le tsch -h o rn ,) ‘ a 
field o f  cirri, bounded by a con tour like
th a t o f  com m on cirrostrati, convex and
fishy, b u t com posed o f  the m ost exquisite 
sandy and silky form s, all in m ost rapid 
m otion , b u t fo rm ing  and vanishing, as
usual, exactly at the same point, so th a t 
the mass was stationary. R eached  the col 
in tw o hours o f  very slow  w alk ing , and 
breakfasted w ith  the  F a th e r. H e  show ed 
m e the  spot w here the green actynolite is 
found, directly behind  the convent. O ne 
o f  his dogs saw  h im  w ith  his h a t on,
and w aited  in th e  passage, bark ing  furiously 
w ith  deligh t. H e  parted  from  m e h a lf  a 
m ile dow n on this side (B rieg side), and I 
w aited at the  second gallery fo r th e  carriage.’ 
‘ 19th Ju ly , Z erm att. —  Clouds on the 
M atte rh o rn  all day till sunset, w hen  there  
w ere p lay ing  ligh ts over the sky, and the 
M atte rh o rn  appeared in full ruby , w ith  a 
w reath  o f  crim son cloud drifting  from  its 
to p .’
T h a t  day G ordon was to  com e up 
from  C ham ouni to  m eet us ; he  had  slept 
a t Visp, and was first a t Z erm att. Ju st 
as w e cam e in s ig h t o f  th e  M atte rh o rn  
h e  m et us, w ith  his m ost settledly prac­
tical and constitutional face—
‘ Yes, th e  M atte rh o rn  is all very fine ; 
b u t do you know  th e re ’s n o th in g  to eat ? ’ 
‘ N onsense ; w e can eat any th ing  h ere .’
‘ W ell, th e  black bread’s tw o m onths 
old, and th e re ’s n o th in g  else b u t potatoes.’ 
* T h e re  m ust be m ilk , anyhow .’
Yes, there  was m ilk , he  supposed.
‘ Y ou can sop your bread in it then  ; 
w h a t could be nicer ? ’
B u t G o rd o n ’s dow ncast m ien did not 
change ; and I h ad  to  adm it myself, w hen 
supper-tim e cam e, th a t one m ig h t alm ost 
as hopelessly have sopped th e  M atte rh o rn  
as th e  loaf.
T h u s  th e  C hristian  peasant had  lived in 
the A lps, un th o u g h t of, for tw o thousand 
years —  since C h ris t b roke bread for H is 
m ultitude ; and lived thus under th e  direct 
care o f  th e  C atholic  C h u rc h — for Sion, 
the  capital o f  the  Valais, is one o f  the 
grandest o f  old bishoprics ; and ju s t below  
this valley o f  b lack bread, the little 
m ountain  tow ns o f  Visp and Brie g are 
m ore groups o f  tink ling  tow ers and 
convent cloisters than  civic dw elling- 
places. As for the  C atho lic  State, for a 
thousand years, w hile  at every sunset M on te  
Rosa glow ed across the  w hole L om bard  
plain, no t a L om bard  noble knew  w here 
the m ountain  was.
Y et, it  m ay be, I err in m y p ity . I 
have m any th ings yet to say o f  the  V alais ; 
m eantim e this passage from  Saussure records 
a social state in 1796, w h ich , as com pared  
w ith  th a t o f  the  poor in ou r great 
capitals, is one n e ith e r o f  d iscom fort nor 
disgrace :—
“  L a sobriété, com pagne ordinaire de l ’a­
m o u r du travail, est encore une qualité  
rem arquab le des hab itan ts  de ces vallées. 
Ce pain de seigle, don t j ’ai parlé, q u ’on
ne m ange que six mois après q u ’il est 
cuit, on le ram ollit dans du  p e tit lait ou 
dans du la it de beurre , et cette  espèce
de soupe fait leu r principale nou rritu re  ; 
le from age e t un  peu  de vieille vache ou 
de chèvre salées, se réservent pou r les 
jou rs de fête ou pour le tem ps de grands
travaux ; car pou r la viande fraîche, ils
n ’en m angen t jamais, c’est un m ets trop  
dispendieux. Les gens riches du  pays 
vivent avec la m êm e économ ie ; je  voyois 
no tre  hô te  de M acugnaga , qu i n ’étoit rien
m oins que pauvre, aller tous les soirs 
p rendre, dans un  endro it ferm é à clef, 
une pincée d ’aulx  don t il d istribuo it grave­
m en t une gousse à sa fem m e, et au tan t
à chacun de ses enfants, et ce tte  gousse
d ’ail é to it l’assaisonnem ent unique d ’un
m orceau de pain sec q u ’ils b riso ient en tre 
deux pierres, & q u ’ils m angeoient pou r
leur souper. C eux d ’e n tr’eux qui négo­
cient au -deho rs, viennent au moins une 
fois tous les deux ans passer quelques
mois dans leur village ; e t quoique hors
de chez eux ils p rennen t l’hab itude d ’une 
m eilleure nourritu re , ils se rem etten t sans 
peine à celle de leur pays, et ne le 
q u itte n t q u ’avec un  ex trêm e regret ; j ’ai 
été tém oin  d ’un ou deux de ces départs, 
qui m ’ont attendri ju sq u ’aux larm es.”
By the m orn ing , how ever, our hosts 
had  found some m eat for the over-greedy 
foreigners, and the w ine was good enough  ; 
b u t it was no place for papa and m am m a
to stay in ; and, bravado apart, I liked
black bread  no be tte r than  they . So w e 
w en t up  to  the  R iffelberg, w here  I saw 
th a t on the  n o rth  M o n te  Rosa was only 
a vast source o f  glacier, and, as a 
m ountain , existed only for the  Ita lian  
side : the M atte rh o rn  was too m uch  o f
an E gyptian  obelisk to please m e (I  trace 
continually  the tacit reference in m y 
C um berlan d -b u ilt soul to m oorish  Skiddaw  
and  far-sw eeping  Saddleback as the  p roper 
types o f  m ajestic form ) ; and I w en t dow n 
to Visp again nex t day w ith o u t lam en ta­
tion : m y m o th er, s ix ty -th ree  on n ex t 2nd 
Septem ber, w alk ing  w ith  m e the  ten miles 
from  St. N icholas to V isp as ligh tly  as 
a girl. A nd the  old people w en t back to 
Brieg w ith  m e, th a t I m ig h t clim b the Bell 
A lp (then unknow n), w hence I drew  the  
panoram a o f  the S im plon and Bernese range, 
now  in W alk ley  M useum . B u t the m ore 
I got, the  m ore I asked. A fter draw ing 
th e  W eisshorn and A le tsch -ho rn , I w anted 
to  see the  A igu ille  V erte  again , and was 
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given ano ther fo rtn ig h t for C ham ouni ; 
the old people staying at the T ro is C ou­
ronnes o f  Vevay. I spent the days 
usefully, going first up to the base o f  the 
A iguille d ’A rgentière, w h ich  com m ands the 
glorious w hite  ocean o f  the T ou rs glacier 
below , and, opposite, the  four precipices
o f  the  A iguille V erte on its north -east 
flank ; and th a t day, 2 7 th  Ju ly , we saw
a h erd  o f  m ore  than  th irty  cham ois on 
the  A rgentière. ‘ P o u r les voir, faut aller 
où ils sont,’ said C o u tte t ; and he m ig h t 
have added, w here o ther liv ing th ings are 
no t ; for, w hether by shepherd  or traveller, 
the snows round  the  A iguilles o f  C h ar- 
donnet and A rgen tiè re  are the least trodden 
o f  all th e  M o n t B lanc fields. T h e  herd  
was in  th ree  groups, tw elve in one o f  
th em  only ; and did no t p u t itse lf to 
speed, b u t retired  slowly w hen  w e got
w ith in  a quarter o f  a m ile o f  them , each
stopping to look back from  the ridge 
behind  w h ich  they disappeared.
‘ Iceland moss ’ (says th e  diary), ‘ in 
enorm ous quantities am ongst the  A lpine 
roses, above the A rgentière g lacier— not 
grow ing  a t all, so far as I recollect, b a t 
on the  h ills on th e  no rth -east o f  th e  valley. 
W h ere  w e took th e  snow, the  top o f  the 
g lacier ’ (T ours) ‘ was w rea th ed  in vast 
surges w h ich  took  us from  tw enty  m inutes 
to h a lf  an h o u r (each) to clim b, —  green 
lovely lakes in  th e ir  hollow s, no crevices.’ 
O n the  29 th  Ju ly  I w en t up the B uet, 
and dow n to Sixt, w here  I found m yself 
very stiff and tired, and determ ined tha t 
th e  Alps w ere, on the  w hole, best seen 
from  below . A nd after a w alk  to th e  F e r- 
a-cheval, considering th e  w ild  straw berries 
there to  taste o f  slate, I w en t ra ther 
pen iten tly  dow n to  G eneva again.
F eeling  also a little  asham ed o f  m yself 
before papa— in the  consciousness tha t all 
his p in ing  in cold air, and d in ing  on black 
bread, and w aiting , day afte r day, no t 
w ith o u t anxiety, w h ile  I ram bled he knew
no t w h ith e r, had  not in the least advanced 
th e  object nearest his h e a rt,— th e  second 
volum e o f  ‘ M odern  P ain ters.’ I had, on 
the  contrary , been acutely and m inutely  at 
w ork  in quite  o th e r directions— felt tem pted  
now  to w rite  on A lpine botany, or devote 
m yself to pain ting  m yrtilles and m ica- 
slate for the rest o f m y days. T h e  
T u rn e r  charm  was indeed as po ten t as 
ever ; bu t I fe lt th a t o th e r pow ers were 
now  telling  on m e besides his, —  even 
beyond his ; no t in deligh t, b u t in vital 
strength  ; and th a t no w ord  m ore could be 
w ritten  o f  h im , till I had  tried th e  range 
o f  these.
I t  surprises m e to find, by entries 
a t Paris (w hich  I was reasonable enough 
now  to bear the  s ig h t o f  again), in 
A u g u st o f  this year, how  far I had  
advanced in p icture know ledge since the 
R om an days ; progress w h ich  I see no 
ground  for, and rem em ber no steps of,—  
except only a lesson given m e by G eorge
R ichm ond  a t one o f  M r. R ogers’ b reak ­
fasts (the  old m an used to  ask m e, finding 
m e always reverent to h im , joyfu l in his 
pictures, and som etim es am using, as an 
object o f  curiosity  to h is guests), —  date 
uncertain , b u t p robab ly  in 1842. U n til 
th a t year, R ubens had  rem ained  the  type 
o f  colour pow er to  m e, and (p. 63 above) 
T itia n ’s flesh tints o f  little  w o rth  ! B u t 
th a t m orn ing , as I was g e ttin g  ta lkative 
over th e  w ild R ubens sketch , (W ar or 
D iscord, o r V ictory  or the Furies, I forget 
w hat,) R ichm ond  said, po in ting  to the  
V eronese beneath  it, ‘ W h y  are you not 
look ing  a t this, —  so m uch  g reater in 
m anner ? ’ ‘ G rea te r,— how  ? ’ I asked, in
surprise ; ‘ it seems to  m e qu ite  tam e
beside th e  R ubens.’ ‘ T h a t m ay be ,’ said 
R ichm ond , ‘ b u t th e  V eronese is true, 
th e  o th e r violently conventional.’ ‘ In  
w h at w ay true  ? ’ I asked, still no t 
understanding. ‘ W e ll,’ said R ichm ond , 
‘ com pare the pure shadows on the flesh, in
Veronese, and its clear edge, w ith  R ubens’s 
ochre and verm ilion, and ou tline o f  asphalt.’
N o  m ore was needed. F ro m  th a t 
m om ent, I saw  w h a t was m eant by 
V enetian co lour ; yet du ring  1843, and 
early 1844, was so occupied w ith  ‘ M odern  
P ain ters ,’ deg ree-ge tting , and studies o f  
foliage and foreground, tha t I cannot 
understand  h o w  I had  reached, in p ic tu re  
know ledge, the  po in t show n by these 
fo llow ing  entries, o f  w h ich  indeed the first 
shows th a t th e  gain surprised m e a t the 
tim e, b u t foolishly regards it only as a 
change com ing  to pass in the  L ouvre on 
the instant, and does no t recognize it as 
the  resu lt o f  g row th  : the  fact being, I 
suppose, tha t the  hab it o f  look ing  for true 
colour in nature had  m ade m e sensitive to 
the m odesty and d ignity  o f  hues in pain ting  
also, before possessing no charm  for me.
‘ A ug. 17th. I have had  a change 
w ro u g h t in m e, and a strong one, by this 
visit to the Louvre, and know  not how
far it m ay go, chiefly in  m y full under­
standing o f  T itia n , Jo h n  Bellini, and 
P erug ino , and being able to abandon
every th ing  for th em  ; o r ra ther, being
i u zable to look at any th ing  else.’
I  allow  th e  fo llow ing technical note only 
for p ro o f o f  the  len g th  I had  go t to. 
T h e re  shall be no m ore o f  the  k ind  le t 
into P r æ t e r i t a .
‘ 1252 (“  T h e  E n to m b m e n t ” ) is the
finest T itia n  in the  gallery,— glow ing, 
sim ple, broad, and grand. I t  is to be 
opposed to 1 2 5 1 (“ T h e  F lage llation  ” ), 
in  w h ich  the  shades are b row n  instead
o f  grey, th e  outlines strong brow n lines, 
th e  draperies broken up by folds, th e  ligh ts 
very round  and vivid, and foiled by deep 
shades, the  flesh form s, the  b righ test ligh ts, 
and th e  draperies subdued.
‘ In  1252 every one o f  these conditions 
is reversed. E ven the  palest flesh is solem n 
and dark, in jux taposition  w ith  golden-
w h ite  drapery  ; all the masses broad and
flat, th e  shades grey, the outlines chaste 
and severe. It m ay be taken as an
exam ple o f  the  h ighest d ign ity  o f  expression 
w ro u g h t out by m ere g randeur o f  colour 
and com position.
‘ I found m yself finally in the L ouvre, 
fixed by this T itian , and tu rn ing  to it, 
and to the  one (p ic tu re), exactly opposite, 
Jo h n  and G en tile  Bellini, by Jo h n  Bellini. 
I was a long  tim e hesitating betw een this 
and R aphae l’s dark  po rtra it ; bu t decided 
for the Jo h n  Bellini.
‘ A ug. 18th. T o -m o rro w  w e leave. I 
have been w atch ing  the  tw iligh t on the 
T uileries, w h ich  was very grand  and clear ; 
and p lanning  w orks. I shall try to paint 
a M adonna some day, I believe.’
M r . R u s k i n , finding it impossible in the present state of his health  
to touch proofs of engravings, has -determined that the plate o f the 
Castle of Annecy referred to on page 193 shall be given la ter on, in 
illustration of another section of 1 P ræ terita .’

C H A P T E R  V I.
THF.  CA MP O  SANTO.
n P H E  su m m er’s w o rk  o f  1844, so far 
from  advancing th e  design o f  * M odern  
P ain ters,’ had  th ro w n  m e o ff it— first into 
fine botany, th en  in to  difficult geology, 
and lastly, as th a t en try  abou t the 
M adonna show s, in to  a fit o f  figure study 
w h ich  m ean t m uch . I t  m eant, especially, 
a t last som e looking  into ecclesiastical 
h istory ,— som e no tion  o f  th e  m erit o f 
fou rteen th  cen tu ry  painting, and the  to tal 
abandonm ent o f  R ubens and R em brand t 
for th e  V enetian  school. W h ich , the  
reader w ill please observe, signified no t 
m erely th e  advance in  sense o f  colour, 
b u t in percep tion  o f  tru th  and m odesty 
in l ig h t and shade. A nd  on ge tting  
hom e, I fe lt th a t in  th e  cyclone o f  
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confused new  know ledge, this was the 
th in g  first to be got firm .
Scarcely any book w riting  was done 
th a t w in te r,— and the re  are no diaries ; 
bu t, for th e  first tim e, I took  up 
T u rn e r’s ‘ L iber S tudiorum  ’ instead o f 
engravings ; m astered its principles, p rac­
tised its m ethod , and by sp ring -tim e in 
1845 was able to study from  nature
accurately in full chiaroscuro, w ith  a good
frank  pow er over the  sepia tin ting.
I m ust have read also, tha t w in ter,
R io ’s ‘ Poesie C h ré tienne ,’ and L ord  
L indsay’s in troduction  to his ‘ C hristian  
A rt.’ A nd perceiving thus, in some 
degree, w hat a b lind bat and puppy  I 
had  been, all th ro u g h  Ita ly , determ ined 
th a t at least I m ust see Pisa and F lorence 
again before w riting  ano ther w ord o f  
‘ M odern  Pain ters.’
H o w  papa and m am m a took  this new  
vagary, I have no recollection ; resignedly, 
a t least : perhaps they  also had  some
notion th a t I m ig h t th in k  differently, and
it w as to be hoped  in a m ore o rthodox
and becom ing m anner, after ano ther s igh t 
o f  the T ribune . A t all events, they con­
cluded to give m e m y ow n w ay entirely  
this tim e ; and w h at tim e I chose. M y  
hea lth  caused th em  no farthe r anxiety ;
they  could tru st m y w ord  to  take care 
o f  m yself every day, ju s t the same as if  
I  w ere com ing hom e to tea : m y m other 
w as satisfied o f  C o u tte t’s skill as a 
physician, and care, i f  needed, as a nurse ; 
— he was engaged for the  sum m er in 
those capacities,— and, abou t the  first week 
in A pril, 1 found  m yself d in ing  on a 
tro u t o f  the  A in , a t C ham pagnole ; w ith  
Sw itzerland and Ita ly  a t m y feet— for 
to -m orrow .
C uriously, the principal opposition to 
th is unprincip led  escapade had  been made 
by T u rn e r. H e  knew  th a t one o f  m y ch ief 
objects was to see the  m otives o f  his last 
sketches on the  St. G o th ard  ; and he feared
m y g e ttin g  in to  some scrape in the  then  
disturbed state o f  th e  cantons. H e  had 
probably h im se lf seen some o f  th e ir doings 
in 1843, w hen  ‘ la vieille Suisse p r it  les 
arm es, p rév in t les Bas V alaisans, qui 
fu ren t vaincus e t m assacrés au P o n t du 
T rie n t, près de M a r t ig n y ; ’ * and again an 
expedition o f  th e  C orps F rancs o f  the 
liberal cantons ‘ pou r expulser les Jesu its, 
e t renverser le gouvernem en t,’ a t Lucerne, 
had  been sum m arily  ‘ renversée ’ itse lf 
by th e  Lucernois, 8 th  D ecem ber, 1844, 
only th ree m onths before m y intended 
start for th e  A lps. E very  tim e T u rn e r  
saw m e during  th e  w in ter, he  said 
som ething  to dissuade m e from  going 
abroad ; w hen  a t last I w en t to say 
good-bye, he  cam e dow n w ith  m e into 
the hall in Q ueen  A nne Street, and 
opening  the door ju s t enough  for m e to 
pass, laid hold  o f  m y arm , g ripp ing  it
* ‘ La Suisse Historique,’ par E. H. Gaullieur. 
Genève, 1855, p. 428.
strongly . ‘ W h y  w i l l  you go to S w itze r­
land— th ere’ll be such a fidge abou t you , 
w hen  y o u ’re gone.’
I  am  never able to  co llect m yself in 
a m om ent, and am  sim ply helpless on 
any sudden need for decision like this ;
the  result being, usually , th a t I go on 
doing w h a t I  m ean t to do. I f  I say
any th ing , it is sure to  be w rong . I 
m ade no answ er, b u t grasped his hand
closely, and w en t. I  believe h e  m ade
up his m ind  th a t I w as heartless and 
selfish ; anyhow  h e  to o k  no m ore pains 
w ith  me.
As it chanced, even w hile  I sat over 
m y tro u t a t C ham pagnole, there  was 
ano ther expedition o f  the  F rancs C orps—  
M . G aullieur does no t say against w h o m , 
b u t only th a t it h ad  ‘ une issue encore 
plus trag ique que la  p rem ière .’ B u t 
there had been no instance o f  annoyance 
to  E nglish  o r any o th e r travellers, in 
all th e  course o f  these Swiss squabbles
since 1833, in w hich  year— by the w ay, 
th e  first o f  our journeys —  w e drove 
under some posted field-batteries in to  Basle, 
just after the  fight a t L iesthal betw een the 
liberal tow nspeople and C atholic  peasants. 
T h e  landlord  o f  the  ‘ T h re e  K ings ’ had 
been out ; and ru n — or at least m ade 
th e  best speed he could— three leagues 
to the  tow n gates.
I t  was no part o f  m y plan, how ever, 
as m y parents knew , to en ter Sw itzerland 
in this sp rin g -tim e  : b u t to do w hat I 
could in Ita ly  first. G eneva itse lf was 
quiet enough  : C o u tte t m et m e there , and 
next day w e drove over th e  ledges o f  
the  Salève, all aglow  w ith  prim rose and 
soldanelle, dow n upon A nnecy.
I had  w ith  m e, besides C ou tte t, a 
young  servant w ho becam e o f  great use 
to m e in succeeding years ; w ith  respect 
to w h o m  I m ust glance back at some 
o f  the past revolutions in our dom estic 
dynasties. T h e  cook and housem aid at
H erne  H ill, in its m ainly  characteristic  
tim e— 1 8 2 7 -1 8 3 4 — w ere sisters, M ary  and 
E lizabe th  Stone. I have never seen a 
fillet o f  veal righ tly  roasted, no r a 
Y orkshire pudding  righ tly  basted, since 
M ary  Stone left us to be m arried  in 
1836. E lizabe th , also not to be excelled 
in her line, was yet replaceable, w h en  
her career ended in th e  sam e catastrophe, 
by a th ird  younger sister, H an n ah  ; bu t 
I can’t in th e  least rem em ber w ho 
w aited  on us, till our perennial parlou r­
m aid, L ucy  T ovey , cam e to us in
1829— rem ain ing  w ith  us till 1875. H e r  
sister H arrie t replaced H an n ah  Stone, 
w ho  m u st needs be m arried, like M ary  
and E lizabeth , in 1 8 3 4 ;  no r did she 
leave us till the  D en m ark  H ill household  
was broken  up. B u t in 1842 an o th er 
young  housem aid cam e, A nne H obbs, 
w hose b ro ther Jo h n  H obbs, called always 
at D en m ark  H ill, G eorge, to distinguish 
h im , in vocal sum m ons, from  m y father
and me, becam e m y body servant in 
th e  same year, and only left m e to 
push his h ig h e r fo rtune in 1854. I 
could no t say before, w ithou t in terrup ting  
graver m atters, tha t the  idea o f  m y not 
being able to  dress m yself began at 
O xford , w here it was th o u g h t becom ing in 
a gen tlem an-com m oner to  have a squire 
to m anage his scout. M y  good, honest, 
unin teresting  T h o m as H u g h es, being 
v ig ilan t th a t I p u t m y  w aistcoat on 
r ig h t side outw ards, w en t abroad w ith  
us, instead o f  Salvador ; m y father, after 
th e  first tw o journeys, being  quite able 
to do his courier’s w o rk  him self. W h en  
w e cam e hom e in ’42, H ughes w anted 
to p rom ote  h im se lf to some h onour or 
o th e r in th e  pub lic-house line, and 
G eorge H o b b s, a sensible and m erry- 
m inded yo u th  o f  eighteen , cam e in his 
stead. C o u tte t and he sat in the  back 
seat o f  the lig h t-h o o d ed  barouche w hich  
I took  for this Ita lian  jou rney  ; the
hood  seldom  raised, as I never travelled 
in bad w eather unless surprised by it ; 
and the  th ree  o f  us w alked  th a t A pril 
m orn ing  up  th e  Salève slope, and tro tted  
dow n to A nnecy, in g reat peace o f  m ind.
A t A nnecy I m ade the  first careful 
tria l o f  m y  new  w ay o f  w ork . I 
h e rew ith  reproduce the  study ; it is very 
pleasant to m e still ; and certainly any 
artist w ho  once accustom s h im se lf  to 
the  m e th o d  cannot afterw ards fall into 
any m ean trickery  o r du ll conventionalism . 
T h e  outline m ust be m ade clearly and 
quietly , conveying as m uch  accurate in ­
form ation as possible respecting  th e  form  
and s truc tu re  o f  the object ; then , in 
w ashing, th e  chiaroscuro is low ered  from  
the h ig h  lights w ith  ex trem e care dow n 
to the m iddle tones, and the  m ain masses 
left in full shade.
A  rhym e w ritten  to M o n t Blanc at 
G eneva, and ano ther in v ituperation  o f  
the  idle people at Conflans, w ere, I
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th ink , the last serious exertions o f  m y 
poetical pow ers. I perceived finally th a t 
I could express no th in g  I had to say,
righ tly , in th a t m anner ; and the  ‘ peace
o f  m ind ’ above referred to, w h ich  
returns to m e as the  principal character 
o f  this opening jo u rney , was perhaps, in
part, the  result o f  this ex trem ely  w ho le ­
some conclusion.
B u t also, th e  tw o full years, since the 
flash o f  volcanic lig h tn in g  a t N aples, had 
b ro u g h t m e into a deeper and m ore rational 
state o f  religious tem per. I can scarcely 
yet call it religious th o u g h t ; b u t the  
steadily read chapters, m orn ing  and even­
ing, w ith  the con tinual com parison be­
tw een the P ro testan t and Papal services 
every Sunday abroad, m ade m e feel tha t 
all dogm atic  teaching was a m a tte r o f  
chance and hab it ; and tha t the life o f
religion depended on the  force o f  faith , 
no t the  term s o f  it. In  the sincerity 
and brightness o f  his im agination, I saw
th a t G eorge H e rb e rt represented  the 
theology o f  the  P ro testan t C h u rch  in a 
perfectly central and deeply spiritual m an­
ner : his ‘ C h u rch  P o rch  ’ I recognised to 
be blamelessly wise as a lesson to  you th  ; 
and th e  exquisitely  faithfu l fancy o f  the  
o th e r poem s (in the  ‘ T em p le  ’) drew  
m e in to  learn ing  m ost o f  th em  by heart, 
— the ‘ C h u rch  P o rc h /  th e  ‘ D ialogue,’
‘ E m p lo y m en t,’ ‘ Subm ission,’ ‘ G ratefu l­
ness,’ and, c h ie f  favourite, ‘ T h e  Bag,’—  
deliberately and carefully. T h e  code o f  
feeling and law  w ritten  in  these verses 
m ay be always assigned  as a standard o f
th e  purest unsectarian C hristian ity  ; and 
w hatever has been wisest in th o u g h t or
happiest in the  course o f  m y follow ing 
life was founded at this tim e on the 
teach ing  o f  H e rb e rt. T h e  reader w ill
perhaps be glad to see the  poem  th a t 
has been m ost useful to m e, ‘ Subm ission,’ 
in sim pler spelling  than  in th e  grand 
editions :
But that Thou art my wisdom, Lord,
And both mine eyes are Thine,
My mind would be extremely stirred 
For missing my design.
Were it not better to bestow 
Some place and power on me ?
Then should Thy praises with me grow, 
And share in my degree.
But when I thus dispute and grieve 
I do resume my sight,
And pilfering what I once did give, 
Disseize Thee of Thy right.
How know I, if Thou shouldst me raise, 
That I should then raise Thee ?
Perhaps great places and Thy praise 
Do not so well agree !
Wherefore, unto my gift I stand,
I will no more advise ;
Only do Thou lend me Thine hand,
Since Thou hast both mine eyes.
In  these, and o th e r such favourite verses, 
G eorge H erb e rt, as aforesaid, was to m e 
at this tim e, and has b e e n . since, useful 
beyond every o ther teacher ; no t th a t I
ever attained to any likeness o f  feeling, 
b u t a t least knew  w here  I was m yself 
w ro n g , or cold, in com parison. A  little  
m ore  force was also pu t on B ible study 
at this tim e, because I he ld  m yself 
responsible for G eo rge’s tenets as w ell 
as m y ow n, and w ished to set h im  a 
d iscreet exam ple ; he  being  w ell-disposed, 
and given to m y guidance, w ith  no 
h arm  as yet in any o f  his ways. So 
I read m y ch ap te r w ith  h im  m orn ing  
and evening ; and  i f  th e re  w ere no 
E ng lish  ch u rch  on Sundays, the  M o rn in g  
Service, L itany  and all, very reverently  ; 
after w h ich  w e enjoyed ourselves, each 
in ou r ow n w ay, in the  afternoons, 
G eorge being always free, and C ou tte t, 
i f  he  chose ; b u t h e  had  little  taste 
for th e  Sunday prom enades in a tow n, 
and was glad if  I w ould  take h im  
w ith  m e to g a th er flowers, or carry 
stones. I never, un til th is  tim e, had  
th o u g h t o f  travelling , clim bing , or
sketch ing  on the  Sunday : th e  first
infringem ent o f this rule by clim bing  
the  isolated peak above G ap, w ith  
b o th  C o u tte t and G eorge, after our 
m orn ing  service, rem ains a w e ig h t on 
m y  conscience to th is day. B u t it 
was th irteen  years la ter before I m ade 
a sketch  on Sunday.
By G ap  and Sisteron to Frejus, along 
the  R iviera to Sestri, w here I gave a day 
to d raw  th e  stone-pines now  at O xford  ; 
and so s tra igh t to m y first fixed aim , 
L ucca, w here I settled m yself for ten
days,— as I supposed. I t  tu rned  ou t forty  
years.
T h e  tow n is som e thousand paces
square ; th e  unbroken  ram part w alk  round  
m ay be a sho rt th ree  miles. T h e re  are 
upw ards o f  tw en ty  churches in th a t 
space, dating betw een th e  six th  and 
tw elfth  cen turies ; a ru ined  feudal palace 
and tow er, unm atched  except at V erona : 
th e  streets clean— cheerfully  inhab ited , yet
q u ie t; no r desolate, even now . T w o  o f 
th e  churches representing  th e  perfectest 
phase o f  round -arched  bu ild ing  in E urope, 
and one o f  th em  contain ing  th e  loveliest 
C hristian  tom b  in Italy.
T h e  ram part w alk , unbroken  except 
by descents and ascents a t th e  gates, 
com m ands every w ay th e  loveliest ranges 
o f  all the  T uscan  A pennine : w hen  I 
was there  in 1845, besides th e  ru ined 
feudal palace, th e re  was a m aintained 
D ucal Palace, w ith  a liv ing  D u k e  in 
it, w hose m ilitary  band  played every 
evening on the  m ost floral and peaceful 
space o f  ram part. A fter a w ell-spen t 
day, and a th ree-course d inner,— m ilitary  
band ,— chains, double braided, o f  am ethyst 
A pennine linked  by golden clouds,— then 
the  m oun tain  air o f  A pril, still soft as 
th e  m arb le tow ers g rew  unsubstantial in 
the s ta rlig h t,— such th e  m onastic disci­
pline o f  L ucca to m y novitiate m ind.
I m ust stop to th in k  a little  h o w  it
was th a t so early as this I could fasten 
on the tom b o f  Ilaria di C are tto  w ith  
certain ty  o f  its being a suprem e guide 
to m e ever after. I f  I get tiresom e, 
the  reader m ust skip ; I w rite , fo r the 
m om en t, to am use m yself, and not h im . 
T h e  said reader, duly sagacious, m ust 
have felt, long  since, that, th o u g h  very 
respectable people in ou r way, w e w ere 
all o f  us definitely vulgar people ; ju st 
as m y au n t’s dog T o w z e r was a vulgar 
dog, th o u g h  a very good and dear dog. 
Said reader should  have seen also tha t 
w e had no t set ourselves up  to have à 
tasté in any th ing . T h e re  was never 
any question about m a tch ing  colours in 
fu rn itu re , or having  the  correct pattern  
in china. E v ery th ing  for service in the 
house was b o u g h t p lain , and o f  the 
best ; ou r toys w ere w h at w e happened  
to take a fancy to in pleasant places—  
a cow  in stalactite from  M atlock , a 
fisher-w ife doll from  Calais, a Swiss farm
from  Berne, Bacchus and A riadne from  
C arrara. B ut, am ong these toys, principal 
on the d raw in g -ro o m  ch im ney-p iece, always 
p u t aw ay by m y m o th e r a t n ig h t, and 
‘ p u t ou t ’ in the  afternoon, w ere some 
pieces o f  Spanish clay, to  w h ich , w ith o u t 
know ing  it, I ow ed a q uan tity  o f  s trenu ­
ous teaching. N ative  baked  clay figures, 
pain ted  and  gilded by u n ta u g h t persons 
w ho  had  the  g ift ; m anufacture m ainly 
practised along th e  X eres coast, I believe, 
and  o f  late m u ch  decayed, b u t then  
flourishing, and  its w o rk  as good as the 
w o rk e r cou ld  m ake it. T h e re  was a D o n  
W hiskerandos contrabandista , splendidly 
handsom e and good-natu red , on a 
m agnificent horse a t th e  tro t, b righ tly  
caparisoned : every th ing  finely finished,
his gun  loose in his hand. T h e re  was 
a lem onade seller, a pom egranate  seller, a 
m atador w ith  his b u ll— anim ate all, and 
graceful, th e  co louring  chiefly ruddy 
brow n. T h in g s  o f  constan t in terest to 
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m e, and a ltogether w holesom e ; vestiges o f  
liv ing  scu lp ture com e dow n in to  th e  H ern e  
H ill tim es, from  the days o f  T anagra .
F o r  loftier adm iration , as before told, 
C han trey  in Lichfield, R oubilliac  in 
W estm inster, w ere set fo rth  to me, 
and honestly  felt ; a scratched w hite  
outline or tw o from  G reek  vases on
th e  b lack  D erbysh ire  m arb le did not
interfere w ith  m y first general feeling
abou t scu lp ture, th a t it should  be living,
and em otional ; th a t the flesh shou ld  be
like flesh, and th e  drapery  like clothes ; 
and th a t, w h e th er tro ttin g  contrabandista, 
dancing  g irl, or dy ing  g ladiator, the  
sub ject should  have an interest o f  its
ow n, and not consist m erely o f  figures 
w ith  torches or garlands standing a lte r­
nately on the ir r ig h t and left legs.
O f  ‘ ideal ’ form  and the  like, I 
fortunately heard and th o u g h t no th ing .
T h e  po in t o f  connoisseurship I  had 
reached, a t sixteen, w ith  these advantages
and instincts, is curiously m easured by 
th e  criticism  o f  th e  C athedral o f  R heim s 
in m y  D o n  Ju a n  journal o f  1835 :
The carving is not rich,— the Gothic heavy, 
The statues miserable ; not a fold 
O f drapery well-disposed in all the bevy 
O f Saints and Bishops and Archbishops old 
That line the porches grey. But in the nave I 
Stared at the windows purple, blue, and gold : 
And the perspective’s wonderfully fine 
When you look down the long columnar line.
By th e  ‘ carving ’ I m ean t the  n iche 
w ork , w h ich  is indeed curiously rude at
R h e im s ; by th e  ‘ G o th ic  ’ th e  structu re  
and  m ould ings o f  arch , w h ich  I r ig h tly  
call ‘ heavy ’ as com pared  w ith  la ter 
F rench  types ; w hile the condem nation
o f  the  draperies m ean t th a t they  w ere 
no t th e  least like those e ith er o f  R ubens 
or R oubilliac. A nd ten years had  to
pass over m e before I knew  be tte r ;
b u t every day betw een the  standing in 
R heim s po rch  and  by Ila ria ’s tom b had
done on m e som e chiselling  to the 
good ; and the  discipline from  the  F o n ­
tainebleau tim e till now  h ad  been severe. 
T h e  accurate study o f  tree branches, 
g row ing  leaves, and fo reg round  herbage, 
h ad  m ore and m ore ta u g h t m e the  
difference betw een  violent and graceful 
lines ; the  beauty  o f  C lo tilde and C écile, 
essentially F re n c h -G o th ic , and the  living 
E geria  o f  A raceli, h ad  fixed in m y 
m ind  and h e a rt, n o t as an art-ideal, 
b u t as a sacred reality, the purest 
standards o f  b rea th in g  w om anhood  ; and 
here suddenly, in th e  sleeping Ilaria, 
was th e  perfectness o f  these, expressed 
w ith  harm onies o f  line w h ich  I saw 
in an instan t w ere under the  same 
laws as th e  river w ave, and th e  aspen 
b ran ch , and  the stars’ rising and 
setting  ; b u t trea ted  w ith  a m odesty and 
severity w h ich  read the  laws o f  na tu re  
by th e  lig h t o f  virtue.
A no ther influence, no  less forcible, and
m ore instantly  effective, was b ro u g h t to 
bear on m e by m y first q u ie t w alk  
th ro u g h  Lucca.
H ith e rto , all a rch itec tu re , except fairy- 
finished M ilan , h ad  depended  w ith  m e 
for its de ligh t on be ing  partly  in decay. 
I  revered the  sen tim en t o f  its age, and 
I  was accustom ed to  look  fo r th e  signs 
o f  age in th e  m ou ld erin g  o f  its traceries, 
and in the  interstices deepen ing  betw een 
th e  stones o f  its m asonry. T h is  look ing  
for cranny and jo in t was m ixed  w ith  
th e  love o f  ro u g h  stones them selves, and 
o f  country  churches b u ilt like W estm o re ­
land cottages.
H ere  in L ucca I found m yself suddenly 
in the  presence o f  tw elfth  cen tu ry  b u ild ­
ings, orig inally  set in  such balance o f  
m asonry th a t they  could  all stand w ith o u t 
m o rta r ; and in  m ateria l so incorrup tib le , 
th a t after six h u n d red  years o f  sunshine 
and rain, a lancet could n o t now  be p u t 
betw een  the ir jo ints.
A bsolutely for the  first tim e I now  
saw w h at mediaeval builders w ere, and 
w h a t they  m ean t. I  took  th e  sim plest 
o f  all façades for analysis, th a t o f  Santa 
M aria  F o ris -P o rtam , and thereon  literally 
b e g a n  th e  study o f  arch itectu re.
In  the  th ird — and, for the reader’s relief, 
last— place in these technical records, F ra  
B arto lom eo’s p ic tu re  o f  the  M agdalene, 
w ith  St. C atherine  o f  Siena, gave m e a 
faultless exam ple o f  the  trea tm en t o f  pure 
C atho lic  tradition  by th e  perfect schools 
o f  pain ting .
A nd  I  never needed lessoning m ore in 
th e  principles o f  th e  th ree  g reat arts. 
A fter those sum m er days o f  1845, I 
advanced only in know ledge o f  individual 
character, provincial feeling, and details o f 
construction  or execution. O f  w hat was 
p rim arily  r ig h t and u ltim ately  best, there 
was never m ore do u b t to m e, and m y 
art-teach ing , necessarily, in its m any local 
or personal interests partia l, has been
from  th a t tim e th ro u g h o u t consistent, and 
progressing  every year to m ore evident 
com pletion.
T h e  fu ll happiness o f  th a t tim e to m e 
cannot be explained excep t to consistently  
h ard  w orkers ; and o f  those, to the  few  
w ho  can keep  th e ir  peace and hea lth . 
F o r the  w o rld  appeared to m e now  
exactly  rig h t. H ills  as h igh  as they 
should  be, rivers as w ide, p ictures as 
p re tty , and m asters and m en as w ise— as 
p re tty  and  wise could be. A nd I  expected 
to  b ring  everybody to be o f  m y opinion, 
as soon as I could get ou t m y second 
volum e ; and drove dow n to P isa in m uch  
hope and pride, th o u g h  grave in bo th .
F o r now  I had  read enough o f  C ary ’s 
D an te , and S ism ondi’s ‘ Italian  R epublics,’ 
and L ord  Lindsay, to  feel w h a t I had  
to look for in th e  C am po Santo. Y et at 
this m o m en t I  pause to th in k  w h a t it 
was th a t I found.
Briefly, the  entire doctrine o f  C hris-
tianity , pain ted  so th a t a child  could
understand  it. A nd w h at a ch ild  cannot
understand  o f  C hristian ity , no one need
try  to.
In  these days o f  th e  relig ion o f  this
and th a t ,— briefly le t us say, th e  religion
o f  Stocks and Posts— in order to  say a
clear w ord  o f  the  C am po Santo, one m ust
first say a firm  w o rd  concern ing  C hris­
tian ity  itself. I find num bers, even o f  the 
m ost in te llig en t and  am iable people, no t 
kno w in g  w hat the  w ord  m eans ; because
they  are always ask ing  h o w  m u ch  is true , 
and  how  m uch  they  like, and never ask,
first, w h a t w a s  th e  to tal m eaning  o f  it,
w h e th e r they  like it or not.
T h e  total m eaning  was, and is, th a t the 
G od w ho  m ade earth  and its creatures, 
took a t a certain  tim e upon the  earth ,
the  flesh and form  o f  m an ; in th a t flesh 
sustained the  pain and died the  death  o f  
th e  creature H e  had m ade ; rose again 
after death  in to  glorious h um an  life, and
w hen  the  date o f  the hum an  race is 
ended, w ill re tu rn  in visible h u m an  form , 
and  render to every m an according  to his 
w ork . C hristian ity  is th e  be lie f in, and 
love of, G od  thus m anifested. A nyth ing  
less than this, the m ere  acceptance o f  the  
sayings o f  C hris t, o r assertion o f  any less 
than  divine pow er in H is  B eing, m ay be, 
fo r a u g h t I kn o w , en o u g h  for virtue, 
peace, and safety ; b u t they  do no t m ake 
people C hristians, or enable th em  to u n ­
derstand th e  h ea rt o f  the  sim plest believer 
in th e  old doctrine. O ne verse m ore o f 
G eorge H e rb e r t w ill p u t th e  h e ig h t o f  
tha t doctrine in to  less debateable, th o u g h  
figurative, p ic tu re  than  any longer ta lk  o f 
m ine :—
Hast thou not heard that my Lord Jesus died ? 
Then let me tell thee a strange story.
The God of Power, as he did ride 
In his majestic robes of glory,
Resolved to light ; and so, one day 
H e did descend, undressing all the way.
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The stars his tire of light, and rings, 
obtained,
The cloud his bow, the fire his spear,
The heavens his azure mantle gained,
And when they asked what he would wear, 
H e smiled, and said as he did go, 
c He had new clothes a-making, here, 
below.’
I w rite  from  m em ory  ; th e  lines have 
been m y lesson, ever since 1845, o f  the  
noblesse o f  th o u g h t w h ich  m akes the 
sim plest w ord  best.
A nd the C am po Santo o f  Pisa is abso­
lu tely  the  sam e in pa in ting  as these lines 
in  w ord. S traight to its purpose, in  the 
clearest and m ost eager w ay ; the  purpose, 
h ig h est th a t can be ; the  expression, the  
best possible to the  w orkm an  according to 
his know ledge. T h e  several parts o f  the 
gospel o f  th e  C am po Santo are w ritten  
by different persons ; b u t all th e  original 
frescoes are by m en o f  honest genius. N o  
m atter for th e ir nam es ; the  contents o f  
this w all-scrip  tu re are these.
F irs t, th e  T r iu m p h  o f D ea th , as H o m er, 
V irg il, and H orace th o u g h t o f  death . 
H av in g  been w ith in  sigh t o f  i t  myself, 
since O xford  days ; and look ing  back  already 
over a little  C am po Santo o f  m y ow n people, 
I was ready for th a t p a rt o f  the  lesson.
Secondly, the story o f  th e  P atriarchs, and 
o f  th e ir guidance by th e  m inistries o f  visible 
angels ; th a t is to say, the  ideal o f th e  life 
o f  m an  in its blessedness, b e f o r e  th e  com ing  
o f  C hrist.
T h ird ly , th e  story o f  Jo b , in d irec t con­
verse w ith  G od  him self, the  G od o f  natu re , 
and  w ith o u t any reference to  th e  w ork  o f  
C hrist excep t in its final surety, ‘ Y et in 
m y flesh I shall see G o d .’
F o u rth ly , th e  life o f  St. R an ier o f  Pisa, 
and  o f  th e  desert saints, show ing  the  ideal 
o f  h u m an  life in  its blessedness a f t e r  the  
com ing o f C hrist.
Lastly, th e  re tu rn  o f  C hris t in glory, 
and the  L ast Ju d g m en t.
N o w  this code o f  teach ing  is absolutely
general for the  w hole C hris tian  w orld. 
T h e re  is no papal doctrine , n o r an tipapal ; 
nor any question o f  sect or schism  w h a t­
soever. K ings, bishops, k n ig h ts , herm its, 
are there , because th e  painters saw th em , 
and painted them , naturally , as w e pain t 
the  n ine teen th  cen tury  p roduct o f  com m on 
councilm en  and engineers. B ut they  did 
not conceive th a t a m an m ust be entirely  
happy  in this w orld  and  th e  n ex t be­
cause h e  w ore a m itre  o r helm et, as 
w e do because he has m ade a fo rtune or 
a tunnel.
N o t only was I prepared  at this tim e 
for the  teaching  o f  the  C am po Santo, bu t 
it was precisely w h a t at th a t tim e I needed.
I t  realized for m e the  patriarchal life, 
show ed m e w h a t th e  earlier Bible m ean t 
to say ; and p u t in to  direct and inevitable 
lig h t the  questions I had  to deal w ith , alike 
in m y th o u g h ts  and ways, under existing 
C hristian  trad ition .
Q uestions clearly no t to be all settled
in  th a t fo rtn ig h t. Som e, respecting the 
Last Ju d g m e n t, such as w ould  have occurred 
to Professor H u x ley ,— as for instance, th a t 
i f  C h ris t cam e to ju d g m en t in St. Jam es’s 
S treet, the  people cou ldn’t see h im  from  
P iccad illy ,— had been dealt w ith  by m e 
before now  ; b u t the re  is one fact, and 
no question at all, concern ing  th e  J u d g ­
m ent, w h ich  was only  a t this tim e 
b eg inn ing  to  daw n on m e, th a t m en 
had  been curiously  ju d g in g  t h e m s e l v e s  by 
always calling  the  day they  expected , ‘ Dies 
Iras,’ instead o f  ‘ D ies A m oris.’
M ean tim e, m y ow n first business was 
evidently to read w h a t these Pisans had  
said o f  it, and take som e record o f  the  
sayings ; for a t th a t tim e th e  old-fashioned 
ravages w ere go ing  on, honestly  and inno­
cently. N obody  cared fo r th e  old plaster, 
and nobody pretended  to. W h en  any 
d ignitary  o f  Pisa was to  be buried , they  
peeled off som e Benozzo G ozzoli, o r w h a t­
ever else wag in th e  w ay, and p u t up  a
nice new  tab let to the new  defunct ; bu t 
w h a t was left was still all B enozzo, (or 
repain ting  o f  old tim e, no t last year’s 
restoration). I cajoled the  A bbé R osin i into 
le tting  m e p u t up a scaffold level w ith  
the  frescoes ; set steadily to w o rk  w ith  w h a t 
faculty  in ou tline  I had  ; and being by 
this tim e practised in delicate curves, by 
hav ing  draw n trees and grass righ tly , go t 
far better results than  I  h ad  hoped , and 
had an ex trem ely  happy  fo rtn ig h t o f  it ! 
F o r  as the  tr iu m p h  o f  D ea th  was no new  
th o u g h t to m e, th e  life o f  herm its  w as 
no tem ptation  ; b u t th e  stories o f A braham , 
Jo b , and  St. R anier, w ell told, w ere like 
th ree  new — Scott’s novels, I was going  to 
say, and w ill say, for I don’t see m y way 
to any th ing  nearer the  fact, and the  w ork  
on them  was pure deligh t. I go t an 
outline o f  A brah am ’s p artin g  w ith  th e  last 
o f  the  th ree  angels ; o f  the  sacrifice o f  Jo b  ; 
o f  the  th ree  beggars, and a fiend o r tw o , 
out o f  th e  T r iu m p h  o f  D ea th  ; and o f  the
conversion o f  St. R anier, for w h ich  I 
greatly  pitied  h im .
F o r  he  is p laying, evidently  w ith  happiest 
skill, on a k ind  o f  z ith e rn -h a rp , held  
u p rig h t as he  stands, to the dance o f  
fou r sw eet Pisan m aids, in a round, ho ld ing  
each o th e r only by th e  b en t little  fingers 
o f  each hand . A nd  one w ith  graver face, 
and w earing  a pu rp le  robe, approaches 
h im , saying— I k n ew  once w h a t she said, 
b u t  forget now  ; only i t  m ean t th a t his 
joyfu l life in th a t k ind  was to be ended. 
A nd he obeys her, and  follows, in to  a 
nobler life.
I  do no t know  i f  ever there  was a real 
St. R anier ; b u t th e  story o f  h im  rem ained 
for tru th  in th e  h eart o f  P isa as long  as 
Pisa h e rse lf  lived.
I go t m ore than  outline o f  th is scene : 
a coloured sketch o f  th e  w ho le  g roup , 
w h ich  I destroyed afte rw ards, in sham e o f  
its faults, all b u t the  p u rp le-robed  w arn ing  
figure ; and th a t is lost, and th e  fresco itse lf
now  lost also, all m ou ldering  and ruined 
by w h at m ust indeed be a cyclical change 
in the  Italian  clim ate : the  frescoes
exposed to it o f  w h ich  I m ade note 
before 1850, seem  to m e to  have suffered 
m ore in  the  tw enty  years since, than  
they  had  since they  w ere pain ted  : those 
a t V erona alone excepted, w here the  art 
o f  fresco seems to have been practised 
in  th e  fifteenth  cen tury  in absolute per­
fection, and the  co lour to have been injured 
only by violence, no t by tim e.
T h e re  was ano ther lovely cloister in Pisa, 
w ith o u t fresco, b u t exquisite in its arched 
perspective and cen tral garden, and noble 
in  its unbuttressed  h e ig h t o f  belfry tow er ; 
— th e  cloister o f  San Francesco : in these, 
and in th e  m eadow  round  th e  baptistery, 
th e  rou tine  o f  m y Ita lian  university life 
w as now  fixed for a good m any years in 
m ain m aterial points.
In  sum m er I have been alw ays a t w ork , 
or out w alk ing , by six o ’clock, usually
aw ake by half-past fou r ; b u t I  keep to 
P isa for th e  present, w here m y m onkish  
discipline arranged itse lf  thus. O u t, any 
h ow , by six, qu ick  w alk  to th e  field, and 
as m u ch  done as I  could , and back  to 
breakfast a t half-past e igh t. Steady b it o f  
S ism ondi over bread  and  b u tte r, th en  back 
to  C am po Santo, draw  till tw elve ; qu ick  
w alk  to look  ab o u t m e and  s tre tch  m y 
legs, in  shade i f  i t  m ig h t be, before 
lu n ch , on an y th in g  I chanced  to  see nice 
in a fru it shop, and a b it o f  bread. Back 
to  lig h te r  w ork , o r m erely  look ing  and 
th in k in g , for an o th e r h o u r and a half, 
and  to  h o te l for d inner a t four. T h re e  
courses and  a flask o f  A leatico , (a sw eet, 
yet ra th e r  astringen t, red, rich  for Ita lian , 
w ine— provincial, and w ith  lovely basket- 
w o rk  round  the  bo ttle). T h e n  ou t for 
saunter w ith  C o u tte t ; h e  hav ing  leave to 
say any th in g  he h ad  a m ind  to , b u t no t 
generally  com m unicative o f  his feelings ; 
he  carried  m y sk e tch -b o o k , b u t in the  
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evening there  was too m u ch  always to 
be h u n ted  out, o f  city ; or w atched, o f  
hills, or sunset ; and I rarely drew ,— to m y 
sorrow , now . I w ish I knew  less, and had 
draw n m ore.
H om ew ards, from  w herever w e had  got 
to , the  m o m en t th e  sun was dow n, and 
the last clouds had lost th e ir colour. I 
avoided m arshy places, i f  I could, a t all 
tim es o f th e  day, because I d idn’t like 
th e m  ; b u t I feared neither sun nor m oon, 
daw n nor tw ilig h t, m alaria no r any th ing  
else malefic, in th e  course o f  w ork , except 
only d raughts and ugly  people. I never 
w ould  sit in a d rau g h t for h a lf  a m inute, 
and fled from  som e sorts o f  beggars ; bu t 
a crow d o f  the  com m on people round m e 
only m ade m e proud , and try  to draw  as 
w ell as I could  ; m ere rags or d irt I did 
n o t care an atom  for.
As early as 1835, and as late as 1841, I 
had  been accustom ed, b o th  in F rance and 
Italy , to  feel th a t the  crow d beh ind  m e
was in terested  in m y choice o f  subjects, 
and pleasantly applausive o f  th e  sw ift 
progress under m y h an d  o f  street per­
spectives, and  richness o f  surface decoration, 
such as m ig h t be sym bolized by dextrous 
zigzags, em phatic  dots, or graceful flourishes. 
I had  th e  be tte r pleasure, now , o f  feeling 
th a t m y really w atch fu l delineation, w h ile  
still rap id  enough  to in terest any stray 
student o f  d raw ing  w ho  m ig h t stop by 
m e on his w ay to the  A cadem y, had  a 
qu ite  unusual pow er o f  d irecting  th e  a tten ­
tion  o f  the  general crow d to  points o f 
beauty , or subjects o f  scu lp ture, in  th e  
buildings I was at w o rk  on, to w h ich  
they  had  never before lifted eyes, and 
w h ich  I h ad  the  double pride o f  first 
discovering for them , and  then  im ita tin g —  
n o t to th e ir  dissatisfaction.
A nd w ell m ig h t I be p roud  ; bu t 
how  m uch  m ore o u g h t I to  have been 
p itifu l, in feeling the sw ift and perfect 
sym pathy  w h ich  th e  * com m on people ’
— com panion-peop le I  should have said, 
for in  Ita ly  there  is no com m onness—  
gave m e, in L ucca, or F lo rence , or V enice, 
for every touch  o f  true  w o rk  th a t I laid 
in the ir s ig h t.*  H o w  m u ch  m ore, I say, 
should  it have been - p itifu l to  m e, to 
recognize the ir eager in te llec t, and delicate 
senses, open to every lesson and  every jo y  
o f  the ir ancestral art, far m ore deeply and
* A letter, received from Miss Alexander as 
I correct this proof, gives a singular instance of 
this power in the Italian peasant. She says :—  
“ I have just been drawing a magnificent Lom­
bard shepherd, who sits to me in a waistcoat 
made from the skin of a yellow cow with the 
hairy side out, a shirt of homespun linen as 
coarse as sailcloth, a scarlet sash, and trousers 
woven (I should think) from the wool of the 
black sheep. H e astonishes me all the time 
by the great amount of good advice which he 
gives me about my work ; and always right ! 
Whenever he looks at my unfinished picture, 
he can always tell me exactly what it wants.”
vividly than  in the  days w h en  every
sp ring  k ind led  th em  into b a ttle , and every 
au tu m n  was red w ith  th e ir b lood : yet left 
now , alike by th e  laws and lords set over 
them , less happy  in  aimless life than  o f  
old in sudden death ; never one effort
m ade to teach  th em , to  com fo rt them , to 
econom ize th e ir industries, anim ate the ir 
pleasures, or guard  th e ir  sim plest rights 
from  the  continually  m ore fatal oppression o f  
unprincip led  avarice, and  unm erc ifu l w ealth .
B u t all this I have felt and  learned, 
like so m u ch  else, too late. T h e  ex trem e 
seclusion o f  m y early tra in ing  left m e 
long  careless o f  sym pathy  for m yself ; and 
th a t w h ich  I gave to  o thers never led 
m e in to  any hope  o f  being useful to 
th em , till m y s tren g th  o f  active life was 
past. Also, m y  m in d  was n o t yet catholic 
enough  to feel th a t th e  C am po  Santo
belonged to its ow n people m ore than  
to  m e ; and indeed, I had  to read its 
lessons before I could in te rp re t them .
T h e  w orld has for the  m ost p a rt been 
o f  opinion th a t I  entered on th e  task 
o f  ph ilan th ropy  too soon ra th e r than  too 
la te : at all events, m y conscience re­
m ained at rest d u rin g  all those first times 
at Pisa, in m ere  de ligh t in th e  g lory o f  
th e  past, and in hope for th e  fu tu re  o f 
Ita ly , w ith o u t need o f  m y becom ing 
one o f  h e r dem agogues. A nd the  days 
th a t began in th e  cloister o f  th e  C am po 
Santo usually ended by m y g e ttin g  upon 
th e  ro o f o f  Santa M aria  della Spina, and 
sitting  in th e  sun ligh t tha t transfused the 
w arm  m arble o f  its pinnacles, till the 
unabated  brightness w en t dow n beyond 
th e  arches o f  the  P o n te -a -M a re ,— the 
few  footsteps and voices o f  the  tw ilig h t 
fell silent in the  streets, and the  city 
and her m ountains stood m ute  as a dream , 
beyond the  soft eddying o f  A rno.
M A C U G N A G A .
"X 'X 7H E N  first I saw F lorence, in 1840,
th e  great street leading in to  the
Baptistery square from  th e  sou th  h ad  not 
been rebu ilt, b u t consisted o f  irregu lar
ancien t houses, w ith  far p ro jec ting  bracketed  
roofs. I m ourned  over th e ir  loss b itterly
in  1845 ; b u t for the  rest, F lo rence was 
still, th en , w h a t no one w ho sees h e r 
now  could conceive.
F o r  one great feature, an avenue o f  
m agnificent cypress and laurel ascended, 
unbroken , from  th e  P o rta  R om ana to 
B ellosguardo, from  w hose h e ig h t one could 
th en  w ander round  th ro u g h  lanes o f  olive, 
or th ro u g h  small rural vineyards, to San 
M in ia to , w h ich  stood deserted, b u t n o t 
ru inous, w ith  a narrow  law n o f  scented
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herbage before it, and sw eet w ild  w eeds 
abou t its steps, all shu t in by a hedge 
o f  roses. T h e  long ascending causew ay 
betw een sm aller cypresses than  those o f  
the  P o rta  R om ana, gave every conceivably 
loveliest view  o f the D uom o, and Cascine 
forest, and passing aw ay o f  A rno  tow ards 
th e  sunset.
In  the  city herself, th e  m onasteries w ere 
still inhabited , religiously and usefully ; and 
in m ost o f  them , as w ell as am ong  the
Franciscans at Fésole, I was soon p e r­
m itted  to go w herever I  liked, and draw  
w hatever I chose. B ut m y tim e was 
passed chiefly in the sacristy and cho ir 
o f  Santa M aria  N ovella, the  sacristy o f  
Santa C roce, and the  upper passage o f  
San M arco. In  the  A cadem ia I studied
th e  A ngelicos only, L ipp i and B otticelli 
being still far beyond m e ; b u t the  G h ir-  
landajos in th e  cho ir o f  Santa M aria
N ovella, in  th e ir  broad masses o f  colour,
com plied  w ith  the law s I had  learned
in V enice, w h ile  yet they sw iftly and
stric tly  ta u g h t m e th e  fine personalities o f  
th e  F lo ren tine  race and art. A t Venice,
one only know s a fisherm an by his net, 
and  a saint by his n im bus. B u t at 
F lo rence , angel or p rophet, k n ig h t or 
h erm it, g irl o r goddess, p rince or peasant, 
canno t b u t be w h a t they  are, m asque 
th e m  h o w  you w ill.
N obody  ever d isturbed m e in  th e  G h ir­
landa] o apse. T h e re  w ere no services 
beh ind  th e  h ig h  a lta r ; tourists, even th e  
m ost learned, had  never in those days 
heard  G hirlanda]o’s nam e ; the  sacristan 
was paid  his daily fee regularly  w h e th e r 
h e  looked after m e or not. T h e  lovely
chapel, w ith  its pain ted  w indow s and 
com panies o f  old F lorentines, was left for 
m e to  do w h a t I  liked  in , all the  fore­
noon ; and  I w ro te  a com plete  critical 
and historical account o f  th e  frescoes from  
top  to bo ttom  o f  it, seated m ostly  astride 
on the  desks, till I tum bled  off back-
w ards one day a t the  gap w here the 
steps w en t dow n, b u t cam e to  no harm , 
th o u g h  th e  fall was really a m ore dan­
gerous one than  any I ever had  in the
Alps. T h e  ink b o ttle  was upset over the
historical account how ever, and the  closing 
passages a little  shortened ,— w h ich  saved 
som e useful tim e.
W h e n  th e  ch ie f bustle in the  small 
sacristy, (a m ere cupboard  or ecclesiastical 
pan try , tw o  steps up ou t o f  th e  transept)
was over, w ith  th e  chapel masses o f  the  
m orning , I used to be le t in there  to
draw  the  A ngelico A nnunciation ,— abou t 
eleven inches by fourteen as far as I 
recollect, then  one o f  the  ch ie f gem s o f  
F lorence, seen in the little shrine i t  was 
pain ted  for, now  carried away by rep u b ­
lican pillage, and lost in the  general 
lum ber o f  th e  great p illage-reservoir 
galleries. T h e  m onks let m e sit close to 
it and w ork , as long  as I liked, and 
w en t on w ith  th e ir cup-rinsings and cope-
foldings w ith o u t m ind ing  me. I f  any 
priest o f  the  h ig h e r dignities cam e in, 
I was careful always to rise reverently, 
and get his k ind  look, or bow , o r p e r­
haps a stray crum b  o f benediction. W hen  
I was tired o f  draw ing , I w ent in to  the  
Spezieria, and learned w h a t ineffable sw eet­
nesses and incenses w ere in the  herbs and 
leaves th a t had  ga thered  th e  sunbeam s o f  
F lorence in to  th e ir life ; and b o u g h t little  
bundles o f  bottles, an inch  long , and as 
th ick  as a m odera te ly  sized quill, w ith  
A raby the  blest and a spice island or 
tw o inside each. T h e n  in th e  afternoon 
a b it o f  street o r gallery w ork , and after 
d inner, always up e ither to Fésole o r San 
M in ia to . In  those days, I th in k  it never 
rained b u t w hen  one w an ted  it  to , (and 
n o t always then ) ; w herever you chanced 
to  be, i f  you  go t tired , and had  no 
friends to  be bo thered  w ith , you lay dow n 
on th e  n ex t bank  and w en t to sleep, to 
the  song o f  th e  cicadas, w h ich , w ith  3
great deal o f  m ak ing  believe, m ig h t at 
last, som ehow , be th o u g h t nice.
I did m ake one friend in F lorence, 
how ever, for love o f  Sw itzerland, R udo lph  
D u rh e im , a Bernese student, o f  solid bearish 
gifts and k ind ly  streng th . I took  to  h im  
at first because o f  a clearly true  draw ing 
he had  m ade o f his little  b lue-eyed  tw elve- 
years-o ld  sim plicity  o f  a goat-herd  sister ; 
b u t found h im  afterw ards a m ost helpfu l 
and didactic friend. H e  objected especially 
to m y losing tim e in  sen tim en t or over­
h o t vaporization, and w ould  have had  m e 
draw  som eth ing  every afternoon, w h e th e r 
it suited m y fancy or not. ‘ Ç a vau t 
déjà la peine,’ said he, s topp ing  on the 
w ay to th e  Certosa, under a g roup  of 
h illside cottages ; it was m y  first serious 
lesson in Ita lian  backgrounds ; and i f  w e 
had w orked  on together, so and so m ig h t 
have happened , as so often afore-said. 
B u t w e separated, to our sorrow  then , and 
harm , afterw ards. I  w en t off in to  h ig h e r
and vainer vaporization a t V enice ; he  w ent 
back to B erne, and under th e  patronage 
o f  its aristocracy, m ade his b lack bread 
by dull p o rtra it-p a in tin g  to th e  end o f  a 
lost life. I saw th e  arid  rem n an t o f  h im  
in his Bernese pain ting , or daubing , room , 
m any a year afterw ards, and reproached  
th e  heartless A lps, for his sake.
O f  o th e r com panionship  in F lo rence, 
except C o u tte t’s, I h ad  none. I  h ad  good 
letters to M r. M illingen , and o f  course a 
form al one to the  B ritish Em bassy. I 
called on M r. M illin g en  dutifu lly , b u t 
found h e  knew  n o th in g  after th e  fou rth  
cen tury  b . c . ,  and had  as little  taste for the  
L ib e r S tudiorum  as th e  A bbé R osini. I 
w aited  on the  A m bassador, and go t h im  
to  use B ritish  influence en o u g h  to le t m e 
in to  th e  convent o f  the M agdalen , w herein  
I have always since greatly  praised P e ru -  
g ino’s fresco, w ith  a pleasant feeling tha t 
nobody else could see it. I never w en t 
near th e  Em bassy afterw ards, no r the
E m bassy near m e, till I sent m y P . P . C. 
card by G eorge, w hen  I  was going away, 
before ten  in the  m orn ing , w h ich  caused
L o rd   ’s po rter to sw ear fearfully at
G eorge and his m aster bo th . A nd it 
was the last tim e I ever h ad  anyth ing  
to do w ith  Em bassies, except th ro u g h  the 
m ediation o f  p ity ing  friends.
T h e re  was yet ano ther young  draugh ts­
m an in F lorence, w ho lessoned m e to 
pu rpose— a F ren ch  y o u th  ;— his fam ily 
nam e D ieudonné ; I knew  h im  by no 
o ther. H e  had  trained  h im se lf to copy 
A ngelico, in pencil tin t, w ro u g h t w ith  the 
point, as pure as the dow n on a butterfly’s 
w ing , and w ith  perfect expression : typical 
engraving in grey, o f  inconceivable delicacy. 
I  have never seen any th ing  th e  least 
approaching it since, bu t did n o t then 
enough know  its value. D ieudonné’s prices 
w ere necessarily beyond those o f  the w ater­
colour copyists, and he w ould  no t always 
w ork , even w hen  the price was ready for
him . H e  w en t back  to  F rance, and was 
effaced in th e  politeness o f  Paris, as 
R udo lph  in th e  rudeness o f  B erne. H ard  
hom es alike, th e ir native cities, to th em  
bo th .
M y  ow n w ork  in F lorence, this tim e, 
was chiefly th ink ing  and w ritin g  —  p ro ­
gressive, bu t m u ch  puzzled, and its 
E picurean pieties a little  too dependent on 
enam el and  gilding. A  study in the  rose- 
garden o f  San M in ia to , and in th e  cypress 
avenue o f  th e  P o rta  R om ana, rem ain to 
m e, for m em orials o f  perhaps th e  best 
days o f  early life.
C ou tle t, how ever, w as ill a t ease and 
out o f  tem per in F lorence, little  to lerant 
o f  Italian  m anners and custom s ; and not 
satisfied th a t m y studies in  sacristies and 
cloisters w ere wise, or vials o f  m y rrh  and 
m yrtle  essence as good for m e as the 
breeze over A lpine rose. H e  solaced h im ­
self by m ak ing  a careful collection o f  all 
th e  F lo ren tin e  w ild-flow ers for m e, ex-
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quisitely pressed and dried ,— now , to m y 
sorrow , lost or burned  w ith  all o ther 
herbaria ; they  fre tted  m e by bu lg ing  
always in the  m iddle, and crum bling , like 
parcels o f  tea, over m y sketches.
A t last the A rno dried up ; or, a t least, 
was reduced to the size o f  th e  Effra at 
D u lw ich , w ith  m uddy sh ingle to the  shore ; 
and the grey ‘ p ie tra  se ren a ’ o f  Fésole was 
like  h o t iron in th e  sun, sprinkled w ith  
sand. Also, I had  p re tty  w ell tired  m yself 
out, and, for the  present, spent all m y 
p ictorial language ;— so th a t w e all o f  us 
w ere pleased to tro t over the  A pennines, 
and see the gleam  o f M o n te  Rosa again 
from  Piacenza and Pavia. O nce it was 
in sigh t, I w en t stra igh t for it, and re­
m em ber no th in g  m ore till we w ere well 
afoot in the  Val Anzasca.
T h e  afternoon ram bles to Fésole and 
Bellosguardo, besides having often to stand 
for hours toge ther w riting  notes in church  
or gallery, had  k ep t m e in fair train ing ;
and I  did the  tw en ty  m iles up h ill from  
V ogogna to M acugnaga  w ith o u t m uch 
troub le, b u t in ever h o tte r indignation all 
the  w ay a t the ex trem e dulness o f  the  Val 
Anzasca, ‘ th e  m ost beautiful valley in the 
Alps ’— according to m odern guide books. 
B u t tourists w ho  pass th e ir tim e m ostly  
in look ing  a t b lack rocks th ro u g h  blue 
spectacles, cannot be expected  to kn o w  
m uch  ab o u t a valley :— on the  o ther hand, 
ever since th e  days o f  G lenfarg  and 
M atlock , I have been a s tream -tracke r 
and  cliff-hun ter, and  rank  m ountains m ore 
by th e  beau ty  o f  th e ir glens than  the  
h e ig h t o f  the ir sum m its : also, it chanced 
th a t ou r th ree  first journeys abroad had 
show n m e th e  unquestionably  grandest 
defiles o f  th e  Alps in  succession— first the  
V ia M ala, then  th e  St. G o th ard , then  
th e  trem endous granites o f  the G rim sel ; 
then  R osenlaui and L au terb runnen , Val d ’ 
A osta and  C orm ayeur ; then  the  valley 
o f  th e  In n  and precipices o f  Innsbruck
— and at last the  O rtlersp itze and descent 
from  the Stelvio to C om o ; w ith  the 
S im plon and defile o f  C luse now  as 
well know n as G ipsy H ill a t N orw ood  : 
and th e  Val A nzasca has no feature w h a t­
ever in any kind to be m a tched  w ith  
any one o f  these. I t  is m erely a deep 
fu rrow  th ro u g h  continuous masses o f  shaly 
rock, blistered by th e  sun and ro u g h  w ith  
ju n ip er, w ith  scattered chestnu t-trees and 
pastures below . T h e re  are no precipices, 
no defiles, no distinct sum m its on either 
flank ; w h ile  the  M on te  Rosa, occasionally 
seen at th e  ex trem ity  o f  th e  valley, is a 
m ere w h ite  heap, w ith  no m ore form  
in it than  a haycock after a th u n d er­
show er.
N o r was m y m ind  relieved by arrival 
a t M acugnaga itself; I did no t then , nor 
do I yet, understand w hy  the village 
should  have a nam e at all, m ore than 
any o ther group  o f  half-a -dozen  chalets 
in a sheltered dip o f  m oorlands. T h e re
was a little  inn, o f  w h ich  the upper 
floor was ju s t enough  for the  landlord, 
C ou tte t, G eorge and m e ;— once, during  
a m o n th ’s stay, I rem em ber seeing tw o 
British persons w ith  knapsacks a t the 
bo ttom  o f  th e  stairs, w ho  m ust also have 
slept in the  house , I suppose. M y  ow n 
room  was abou t seven feet w ide by ten 
long  ; one w indow , tw o-fee t-six  square, at 
th e  side, looked s tra ig h t in to  th e  green 
bank  a t th e  bo ttom  o f  th e  M o n te  M oro , 
and ano ther at the  end, looked  in to  vacant 
sky dow n th e  valley. A  clear dashing 
stream , not ice fed, b u t m ere fountain  and 
rainfall from  the  M oro , ran past the house 
ju s t  under th e  side w indow , and was the 
ch ie f cause o f  m y stay, and consolation 
o f  it. T h e  g roup  o f  chalets round  had  
no inhab itan ts, th a t ever I sa w :— the little  
chapel had  a belfry, bu t I never re ­
m em ber hearing  its bell, o r seeing an y ­
body go in  or com e o u t o f  it. I  don’t 
th in k  even th e  goats had  bells, so qu ie t
the place was. T h e  M o n te  R osa glacier, 
a m ile h ighe r up, m erely  choked  th e  
valley ; it seemed to  com e from  now here 
and to  be going  now here ; it had  no 
pinnacles, no waves, no  crevasses w ith  
action o r  m e thod  o f  fractu re in th em  ; no 
icefalls a t the  top, no r arched source o f  
stream  a t the b o tto m  ; th e  sweep o f  rock  
above show ed neither bedding nor buttressing 
o f  the least interest, and gave no im pression 
o f  having  any particu lar top, w hile  ye t 
the  w hole c ircu it o f  it was, to  such poor 
clim bing  pow ers as m ine, totally  inaccessible, 
and even unapproachable, bu t w ith  m ore 
trouble than  it  was w orth .
T h u s  m uch  I m ade o u t the first day 
after arriv ing , b u t th o u g h t there m u st be 
som eth ing  to  see som ew here, i f  I looked 
properly  about ; also, I  had  m ade solem n 
vows and com plex postal arrangem ents for 
a m o n th  under M o n te  Rosa, and I stayed 
m y m o n th  accordingly, w ith  variously h u m i­
lia ting  and disagreeably surprising results.
T h e  first, nam ely, th a t m oun tain  air 
at this h e ig h t, 4 ,0 0 0  ft. for sleeping level, 
varying to 6 ,000  o r 7 ,000  ft. in th e  day’s 
w alks, was really n o t good for m e, bu t 
quickened pulse and sickened stom ach, 
and saddened one’s notions alike o f  clouds, 
stones, and pasto ral life.
T h e  second, th a t m y F lo ren tine  studies 
had  no t tau g h t m e h o w  to  draw  clouds 
o r stones any b e tte r ; th a t th e  stream  
under m y w indow  was no m ore im itable 
th an  the R h o n e  itself, and th a t any single, 
bou lder in it  w ould  take all th e  m o n th , 
or it m ig h t be, six w eeks, to pain t the 
least to m y  m ind.
T h e  th ird , th a t A lpine geology was in 
these h ig h  centres o f  it as yet w ho lly  
in scru tab le  to  m e.
T h e  fo u rth , th a t I  was no t, as I used 
to  suppose, bo rn  for solitude, like D r. 
Z im m erm an n , and  th a t th e  w hole south 
side o f  M o n te  Rosa did no t contain  as 
rnuçh real and  com fortable en terta inm en t
for m e as the  M a rk e t S treet o f  C roydon. 
N o r do I believe I could have stayed 
o u t m y m onth  a t M acugnaga w ith  any 
consistency, b u t th a t I had  b ro u g h t w ith  
m e a pocket volum e o f  Shakespeare, and 
set m yself for the  first tim e to read, 
seriously, Coriolanus, and Ju lius Cæsar.
I see th a t in the  earlier passages o f  this 
too d im ly  explicit narrative, no notice is 
taken o f  the uses o f  Shakespeare at H ern e  
H ill, o ther than  th a t he used to lie upon 
the table ; nor can I the  least trace his 
influence on m y ow n m ind  or w ork , 
except as a p a rt o f  th e  g reat reality and 
infinity o f  th e  w orld  itself, and its g ra ­
dually unfo ld ing  history  and law . T o  m y 
father, and to R ichard  G ray , th e  characters 
o f  Shakespearian com edy w ere all fam iliar 
personal friends ; m y m o th er’s refusal to 
expose herse lf to  theatric  tem ptation  began 
in her having  fallen in  love, for some 
weeks, w hen  she was a g irl, w ith  H en ry  
the F if th  a t the  B attle o f  A g incou rt ; nor
can I rem em ber in m y ow n ch ildhood  
any tim e w hen the  plots o f  the  g reat 
plays w ere unknow n to m e, or— I w rite  
the w ord now  w ith  m ore than  surprise—
m isunderstood ! I th o u g h t and felt abou t
all o f  th em  then , ju s t as I th in k  and feel 
now  ; no character, sm all o r g reat, has
taken a new  aspect to m e ; and  the
atten tive reading w h ich  began first at 
M acugnaga m ean t only th e  discovery o f  
a m ore perfect tru th , or a deeper passion, 
in th e  w ords th a t had  before ru n g  in  m y 
ears w ith  too little  questioned m elody. As 
for the full conten ts o f  any passage, or 
any scene, I never expected, no r expect, to 
k n o w  them , any m ore than  every rock  o f  
Skiddaw , o r flower o f  Ju ra .
B u t by the  lig h t o f  th e  little  w indow  
at M acugnaga , and by th e  m u rm u r o f  the 
stream  beneath  it, began the course o f 
study w h ich  led m e in to  fruitful th o u g h t, 
o u t o f  th e  till then  passive sensation o f  
m erely  artistic or natu ra lis t life ; and w hich  
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have m ade o f  m e— or a t least I fain 
w ould believe the friends w ho  tell 
m e so— a useful teacher, instead o f  a vain 
labourer.
F ro m  tha t tim e forw ard , nearly  all serious 
reading w as done w hile  I was abroad ; the 
heaviest box in the boot being always 
full o f  dictionaries ; and m y D en m ark  H ill 
life resolved itse lf in to  th e  drudgery  o f  
au tho rsh ip  and press correction, w ith  in­
finite w aste o f  tim e in saying the same 
th ings over and over to  th e  people w ho 
cam e to see ou r T urners .
In  calling m y authorsh ip , drudgery , I  do 
not m ean th a t w ritin g  ever gave m e the  
k ind  o f  pain o f  w h ich  C arlyle so w ildly 
com plains,— to m y to tal am azem ent and 
boundless puzzlem ent, be it in passing 
said ; for he  ta lked  ju s t as vigorously as 
he  w rote, and the book  he  m akes b itterest 
m oan over, F ried rich , bears th e  ou ter aspect 
o f  rich ly  enjoyed gossip, and lovingly in ­
voluntary eloquence o f  description or praise.
M y ow n literary  w ork , on the  contrary , 
was always done as quietly  and  m e th o ­
dically as a piece o f  tapestry. I knew
exactly w h a t I had  got to  say, p u t the
w ords firm ly in the ir places like so m any
stitches, hem m ed  the  edges o f  chapters 
round  w ith  w h a t seem ed to  m e graceful 
flourishes, touched  th em  finally w ith  m y 
cunningest points o f  colour, and read the 
w o rk  to papa and m am m a a t breakfast next 
m orn ing , as a g irl shows h e r  sam pler.
‘ D rudgery  ’ m ay be a h ard  w ord  for 
this often com placent, and en tirely  painless 
occupation ; still, the  best th a t could be 
said for it, was th a t it gave m e no serious 
trouble ; and I should th in k  th e  pleasure 
o f  driving, to  a good coachm an, o f  
p lo u g h in g , to a good farm er, m uch  m ore 
o f  dressm aking, to an inventive and bene­
volent m odiste, m ust be greatly  m ore 
p iquant than  the  m ost proudly  ardent 
hours o f  b ook -w riting  have ever been to 
m e, or as far as m y m em ory  ranges, to
any conscientious au tho r o f  m erely  average 
pow er. H o w  great w o rk  is done, under
w h at burden  o f  sorrow , or w ith  w hat
expense o f  life, has n o t been to ld  h ith erto , 
nor is likely  to be ; the best o f  late tim e 
has been done recklessly o r contem ptuously . 
B yron w ou ld  burn  a canto i f  a friend
disliked it, and Scott spoil a story to please 
a bookseller.
As I have com e on th e  extrem ely 
m inor question o f  m y ow n w o rk ,*  I may 
once for all com plete  all necessary account 
o f  it by confession o f  m y everm ore childish 
deligh t in beg inn ing  a d raw ing  ; and usually 
acute m isery in try in g  to finish one.
P eople som etim es praise m e as industrious, 
w h en  they  coun t the n u m b er o f  prin ted  
volum es w h ich  M r. A llen can now  
advertise. B u t the b iography o f  the 
w aste pencilling  and passionately forsaken
* Manner of work, I mean. How I learned 
the things I taught is the major, and properly, 
only question regarded in this history.
colouring , heaped in the  dusty corners o f  
B ran tw ood , i f  I could w rite  it, w ould  
be far m ore pathetically  exem plary  or 
adm onitory .
A nd as I transpose m yself back  th ro u g h  
th e  forty  years o f  desultory, yet careful, 
reading, w h ich  began in m y mossy cell o f  
M acugnaga, it becom es a yet m ore p e rti­
nen t question to m e h o w  m u ch  life 
has been also w asted in th a t m anner, and 
w h a t was not w asted, ex trem ely  w eakened 
and saddened. V ery certain ly , C oriolanus 
and Ju liu s  Cæsar did no t in th e  least 
cheer or s treng then  m y heart in its M o n te  - 
R osean solitude ; and as I try  to fo llow  
th e  clue o f  Shakespearian pow er over m e 
since, I canno t feel th a t it has been any­
w ise w holesom e for m e to  have the  w orld  
represented as a place w here , for the  best 
sort o f  people, every th ing  always goes 
w ro n g  ; or to have m y conceptions o f  
th a t best sort o f  people so m uch  con­
fused by im ages o f  th e  w orst. T o  have
k inghood  represented, in th e  Shakespearian 
cycle, by R ichards I I .  and I I I .  instead 
o f  I., by H enrys IV . and V I I I .  instead 
o f  I I .  ; by K in g  Jo h n , finished into all 
tru th s  o f  baseness and grief, w h ile  H en ry  V. 
is only a k in g  o f  fairy tale ; or in the  
realm  o f  im agination , by the  folly o f  
L ear, the  cruelty  o f  Leontes, th e  furious 
and foul g u ilt o f  M acb e th  and th e  D ane. 
W h y  m ust th e  persons o f  lag o  and Iach im o , 
o f  T y b a lt and E d m u n d , o f  Isabel’s b ro th er 
and H elen a’s lo rd , po llu te , o r w ither 
w ith  th e ir shadow s, every happy  scene in 
th e  loveliest plays ; and  they , th e  loveliest, 
be all m ixed and  encum bered  w ith  lan­
guid  and com m on w o rk ,— to one’s best 
hope spurious, certain ly , so far as orig inal, 
idle and disgraceful ?— and all so inex­
tricably and m ysteriously  th a t th e  w riter 
h im se lf is no t only  unknow ab le , bu t in ­
conceivable ; and his w isdom  so useless, 
th a t at this tim e o f  being  and speaking, 
am ong active and purposeful E nglishm en,
I know  no t one w h o  show s a trace o f  
ever hav ing  felt a passion o f  Shakespeare’s, 
or lea rn t a lesson from  him .
A ny w ay, for good o r sorrow , m y 
studen t’s life, instead o f  m ere instinct o f 
rh y th m ic  m im icry , began  thus, no t till 
I. was s ix -and-tw enty . I t  is so incon­
venient to  be always a year beh ind  the 
C hristian  date, (and I am  really so young  
o f  m y age !) th a t I am  go ing  to suppose 
th e  reader’s perm ission to  be only  a 
q u arte r o f  a cen tu ry  old at M acugnaga , 
and to co u n t m y  years henceforw ard  by 
th e  stars instead o f  the  clock.
T h e  m o n th  o f  R om e and M o n te  Rosa 
was a t least, com pared w ith  th e  days at 
F lorence, a tim e o f  rest ; and w hen  I 
got dow n to  D om o  d ’Ossola again, I 
w as fresh for the  expedition in search o f  
T u rn e r ’s subject a t D azio G rande.
W ith  C o u tte t and  G eorge, and a b ag ­
gage m ule, I  w alked  up th e  V al F orm azza, 
and across to A iro lo ; C o u tte t on this
w alk  first fo rm u la ting  the  general principle, 
‘ P o u r que G eorge aille bien, il fau t lu i 
donner à m anger souvent ; e t beaucoup à 
la fois.’ I had  no objection w hatever to 
this arrangem ent, and was only sorry m y 
C ham oun i tu to r could not give the  sam e 
good report o f  m e .  B ut on any th ing  
like a hard  day’s w alk , the  m iles after 
lunch  always seem ed to m e to  becom e
G erm an  instead o f  geographical. A nd 
a lth o u g h  I m uch  enjoyed the  V al F orm azza 
all th e  w ay up , A irolo nex t day was
found to  be fa rther off than  it appeared 
on the  m ap , and on th e  th ird  m orn ing
I ordered a post-chaise, and gave up m y 
long-cherished  idea o f  m ak ing  the  pedes­
trian  tou r o f  E urope.
T h e  w o rk  done a t Faido  and D azio
G rande is to ld  and illustrated  in th e  fou rth  
volum e o f  ‘ M odern  Pain ters ; ’ it was a 
little  shortened  by a le tter from  J .  D . 
H ard in g , asking if  I w ou ld  like h im  to 
jo in  m e a t any place I m ig h t have chosen
fo r au tu m n  sketching. V ery g ratefu lly , I 
sen t w ord  th a t I w ould  w ait for h im  
at Baveno ; w here , accordingly , tow ards the 
close o f  A ugust, w e m ade fraternal arrange­
m ents for an Elysian fo r tn ig h t’s floating 
round  Isola Bella. T h e re  was a spacious 
h a lf  o f  seat vacant in m y little  hooded 
carriage, and good room  for H a rd in g ’s 
folios w ith  m ine : so w e tro tted  from
Baveno to A rona, and  from  A rona to 
C om o, and from  C om o to B ergam o, and 
B ergam o to Brescia, and  Brescia to  Verona, 
and took up  our abode in the  ‘ T w o  
T o w e rs ’ for as lo n g  as w e chose.
I  do no t rem em ber finding in  any 
artistic  b iog raphy  the h isto ry  o f  a happ ier 
epoch  than  it was to us b o th . I am  
bold  to speak for H ard in g  as for myself. 
G enerally , the  restlessness o f  am bition , or 
the  strain o f  effort, or anx ie ty  about 
m oney m atters, ta in t or d isturb  the  peace 
o f  a pain ter’s travels : b u t H a rd in g  did no t 
w ish, o r perhaps th in k  it possible, to do
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b ette r than , to his ow n m ind, he always 
did ; w hile I had  no hope o f  becom ing 
a second T u rn e r , and no th o u g h ts  o f  be­
com ing  a th ir tie th  A cadem ician. H ard in g  
was sure o f  regu la r sale for his su m m er’s 
w ork , and under no difficulty in  dividing 
the  ho te l bills w ith  m e : w e bo th  en­
joyed  the  same scenes, th o u g h  in different 
ways, w h ich  gave us subjects o f  surprising 
b u t no t antagonistic ta lk  : the w eather 
was perfect, th e  roads sm ooth , and the 
inns luxurious.
I m ust no t yet say m ore o f  V erona, 
than  th a t, th o u g h  tru ly  R ouen, G eneva, 
and Pisa have been the  centres o f  th o u g h t 
and teach ing  to m e, V erona has given the 
colouring  to  all they tau g h t. She has 
v irtually  represented  the fate and the  
beau ty  o f  Ita ly  to m e ; and w hatever con­
cern ing  Italy  I have felt, or been able 
w ith  any ch arm  o r force to  say, has been 
dealt w ith  m ore deeply, and  said m ore 
earnestly , for her sake.
I t  was only for H a rd in g ’s sake th a t I 
w en t on to V enice, th a t year ; and, for 
the  first w eek there, ne ither o f  us 
th o u g h t o f  any th ing  b u t th e  m arket and 
fishing boats, and effects o f  lig h t on the 
city and the sea ; till, in th e  spare h o u r 
o f  one sunny b u t luckless day, th e  fancy 
took  us to look  in to  th e  Scuola di San 
R occo. H ith e rto , in hesita ting  conjec­
tures o f  w h a t m ig h t have been, I have 
scarcely ventured  to w ish, gravely, th a t it 
h a d  been. B ut, very earnestly, I should 
have bid m yself th a t day keep o u t  o f  the 
School o f  St. R o ch , had  I k now n  w h a t 
was to com e o f  m y  k n o ck in g  a t its door. 
B u t for th a t p o rte r’s opening , I should
(so far as one can ever kn o w  w h at
they  should) have w ritten , T h e  Stones o f  
C ham ouni, instead o f  T h e  Stones o f  V enice; 
and th e  Law s o f  Fésole, in the  fu ll code 
o f  th em , before beg inn ing  to teach  in 
O xford  : and I  should  have b ro u g h t ou t
in full distinctness and  use w h at faculty
I had  o f  d raw ing  th e  h u m an  face and 
fo rm  w ith  true  expression o f  the ir h ig h e r
B u t T in to rc t sw ep t m e aw ay at once 
into the  ‘ m are m aggiore ’ o f  the  schools 
o f  pa in ting  w h ich  crow ned the  pow er and 
perished in the  fall o f  V enice ; so fo rcing  
m e into the study o f  th e  h istory  o f  V enice 
herse lf ; and th ro u g h  th a t in to  w hat else I 
have traced o r told o f  th e  laws o f  national 
s tren g th  and- v irtue. I am  happy  in having  
done this so th a t the  tru th  o f  it m ust 
stand ; b u t it was n o t m y ow n p roper 
w ork  ; and even th e  sea-born s treng th  o f  
V enetian pain ting  was beyond m y  granted  
fields o f  fru itfu l exertion. Its  continuity  
and felicity becam e thenceforw ard  im pos­
sible, and the  m easure o f  m y im m ediate 
success irrevocably  shortened.
Strangely, at the same m om en t, ano ther 
adversity first m ade itse lf fe lt to m e,— o f 
w h ich  the  fatality  has been great to m any 
and m any besides myself.
I t  m u st have been du rin g  m y last days 
at O xford  th a t M r. L iddell, th e  p resen t 
D ean  o f C hrist C h u rch , to ld  m e o f  th e  
orig inal experim ents o f  D aguerre . M y  
Parisian friends obta ined  for m e th e  best 
exam ples o f  his results ; and the  plates 
sent to m e in  O xford  w ere certain ly  th e  
first exam ples o f  the  sun’s d raw ing  th a t 
w ere ever seen in O xford , and, I believe, 
th e  first sent to  E ngland .
W h o lly  careless at th a t tim e o f  finished 
detail, I saw  no th in g  in th e  D aguerreo type 
to  he lp , or alarm  m e ; and inqu ired  no 
m ore  concern ing  it, un til now  a t V enice 
I found a F ren ch  artist p roducing  ex­
quisitely b r ig h t sm all p lates, (about four 
inches square,) w h ich  contained , under a 
lens, th e  G rand  C anal o r St. M a rk ’s P lace 
as if  a m agician had  reduced  th e  reality 
to  be carried aw ay in to  an enchanted land. 
T h e  little  gem s o f  p ic tu re  cost a napoleon 
each ; b u t w ith  tw o  h u n d red  francs I 
b o u g h t th e  G rand  C anal from  the  Salute
to the  R ialto  ; and packed i t  aw ay in 
thoughtless triu m p h .
I had  no tim e then  to th in k  o f  th e  
new  pow er, or its m eanings; m y days w ere 
over-w eigh ted  already. E very  m orning , at 
six by th e  P iazza clock , w e w ere m oored, 
H ard in g  and I , am ong  th e  boats in the  
fru it-m ark e t ; then , after e igh t o ’clock 
breakfast, he w en t on his ow n quest o f  
full subjects, and I to  the  Scuola di San 
R occo, or w herever else in V enice there 
w ere T in to re ts . In  the  afternoon, w e 
lashed our gondola to  th e  stern o f  a 
fishing-boat, sailing, as the  w ind served, 
w ith in  or outside the  L ido, and sketch ing  
the  boat and her sails in th e ir  varied 
action,— or V enice, as she shone far aw ay 
beyond h e r islands. B ack to D an ie li’s for 
six o ’clock table d ’h o te  ; w here, after w e 
had  go t a b it o f  fish and fillet o f  any­
th in g , th e  Septem ber days w ere yet long  
enough for a sunset w alk .
A  m u ch  regarded friend, M r. Boxali,
R .A ., cam e on to V enice a t this tim e, 
after finishing at M ilan  th e  beautiful 
d raw ing  from  L eonardo’s C hrist, w h ich  
w as afterw ards tenderly , th o u g h  inade­
quately , engraved. M rs. Jam eson was 
staying also a t D an ie li’s, to  com plete  her 
notes on V enetian legends : and  in the
evening w alk  w e w ere usually to g e ther, 
th e  four o f  us ; B oxali, H ard in g , and 
I ex trem ely  em barrassing M rs. Jam eson 
by look ing  a t ev ery th ing  from  our p e rti­
naciously separate corners o f  an equilateral 
triangle. M rs. Jam eson  was absolutely 
w ith o u t know ledge or instinct o f  pa in ting  ; 
and h ad  no sharpness o f  in sigh t for 
any th ing  else ; b u t she was candid and 
industrious, w ith  a p leasant disposition to 
m ake th e  best o f  all she saw, and to  say, 
com plian tly , th a t a p ic tu re  was good, if  
anybody had  ever said so before. H e r  
peace o f  m ind  was restored in a little  
w h ile , by observing th a t th e  th ree  o f  us, 
how ever separate in our reasons for lik ing
a p ic tu re , alw ays fastened on the  same 
pictures to like ; and th a t she was safe, 
therefore, in saying th a t, fo r w hatever o th e r 
reason m ig h t be assigned, o ther people 
should  like  th em  also.
I  go t som e m ost refined and rig h t 
teaching  from  M r. B oxali ; o f  w h ich  I 
rem em ber as chiefly vital, his sw ift co rrec­
tion o f  m y m isgiven W o rd sw o rth ’s line—  
‘ So be it when I shall grow old,’
as—
c So shall it be when I grow old.’
I read W ord sw o rth  w ith  be tte r care and 
profit ever afterw ards ; b u t there  was this 
m u ch  o f  reason for th a t particu lar m istake, 
th a t I was perfectly  confident in m y ow n 
h ea rt’s love o f  rainbow s to the  end, and 
felt no occasion to w ish for w h at I was 
so sure w o u ld  be.
B ut M r. B oxall’s tim e, and  H a rd in g ’s, 
w ere a t end before I had  coun ted  and 
described all the  T in to re ts  in Venice, and 
they  left m e a t tha t task, besides try ing
to copy th e  A doration o f  th e  M ag i on 
four sheets o f  b row n paper. T h in g s  had  
gone fairly w ell as long  as H a rd in g  took  
m e o u t to sea every afternoon ; b u t now , 
left to myself, try ing  to pain t the  M adonna 
and  M ag i in th e  m orn ing , and peering  
all th e  rest o f  th e  day in to  the  shadow y 
corners o f  chapel and sacristy and palace- 
corridor, beside every narrow  street th a t 
was paved w ith  waves, m y s treng th  began 
to fail fast. C o u tte t got anxious, and 
looked m ore gravely every m o rn in g  in to  
m y eyes. ‘ Ç ’a ne va pas b ien ,’ said he. 
‘ V ous ne le sentirez pas à présent, mais 
vous le sentirez après.” I finished m y 
list, how ever, pasted m y brow n paper 
in to  som e rude likeness o f  the  p ic tu re ,—  
and packed up  colours and note-books 
finally for a rapid run  h o m e ; w hen , as 
so often happens in th e  first cessation o f  
an overstrain, the  day after leaving V enice 
I was stopped at P ad u a  by a sharp  fit o f  
nervous fever.
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I call it ‘ nervous,’ no t know ing  w h at 
else to call it,— for the re  was no m alarian 
ta in t or o ther m alignity  in it, b u t only 
qu ick  pulse, and  depressed spirit, and the 
nameless ailing  o f  overw earied  flesh. 
C o u tte t p u t m e to  bed instantly, and 
w en t ou t to buy some h erb  m edicines,—  
w hich  Paduan  physicians are wise enough  
y e t to keep ,— and m ade m e som e tisane, 
and  bade m e be pa tien t, and  all w ould  
be w ell. A nd, indeed, nex t day I was 
up, in arm chair ; b u t n o t allow ed to stir 
ou t o f  the  ex trem ely  sm all back room  o f 
the  old inn , w h ich  com m anded view only 
o f  a few  deep fu rrow ed  tiles and a little 
sky. I sent ou t G eorge to  see if  he 
could find som e scrap o f  p ic tu re  to hang  
on the b lank  w all ; and he b ro u g h t m e 
a seven-inch-square b it o f  fifteenth  cen­
tu ry  tem pera , a nameless sain t w ith  a 
scarlet cloak and an em bossed nim bus, 
w ho  m u ch  com forted  me.
I was able to travel in a day or tw o  ;
b u t th e  m ental depression, w ith  som e 
w eakness o f  lim b , rem ained, all across 
L o m bardy , as far as V ogogna, w here a 
frosty m orn ing  g litte red  on th e  distant 
S im plon ; and th o u g h  I  could n o t w alk  
up th e  pass o f  G ondo, th e re  was no 
m ore sadness in m e, afterw ards, th an  I 
suffered always in leaving either I ta ly  or 
th e  Alps.
W h ic h , how ever, in its ow n k ind , becam e 
acute again a day o r tw o afterw ards, 
w hen  I stopped on a cloudless afternoon 
at N y o n , w here th e  road branches aw ay 
for Paris. I h ad  to say good-bye to M o n t 
Blanc —  the re  visible in his full cone, 
th ro u g h  th e  last gap given by th e  C h a- 
blais m ountains as they  rise eastw ard along 
th e  lake-shore .
Six m on ths before, I  had  rhym ed  to 
his snows in such hope and  deligh t, and 
assurance o f  do ing  every th ing  I w anted, 
th is year a t last ; and now , I had  only 
discovered w ants th a t any n u m b er o f
years could not satisfy ; and weaknesses, 
w h ich  no ardour o f  effort or patience o f 
practice could overcom e.
T h u s , for the  first tim e, m easuring some 
o f the  outer bastions o f  th e  unconquerable 
w orld, I opened m y E nglish  letters ; w h ich  
told m e th a t m y eldest C roydon cousin, 
Jo h n , in w hose prosperity  and upw ard  
round ing  o f  fo rtune’s w heel all o f  us 
had  been confident, was dead in A ustralia.
So m uch  s tronger than  I , and so m uch  
m ore dutifu l, w ork in g  for his people 
in  the  little  valley o f  W andel, ou t in 
the  great opposite desolate coun try  ; and 
now  th e  dust o f  it laid on h im , as on his 
b ro th e r th e  beach-sand on th is side the 
sea. T h e re  was no grief, for m e, in his 
loss, so little  had  I know n, and less re­
m em bered, h im  ; b u t m uch  aw e, and 
w onder, w hen  all th e  best and k indest 
o f  us w ere thus struck  dow n, w h at m y 
ow n selfish life was to com e to, or 
end in.
W ith  these thou g h ts  and fears fasten ing  
on m e, as I lost s igh t first o f  M o n t 
B lanc, and  th en  o f  th e  lines o f  Ju ra ,
and saw  the  level road w ith  its aisle o f 
poplars in perspective vista o f  th e  five 
days betw een D ijon  and Calais, th e  fever 
re tu rned  slightly , w ith  a curious ting ling , 
and yet partly , it seem ed to m e, deadness o f 
sensation, in  the  th ro a t, w h ich  w ou ld  not 
m ove, for be tte r no r worse, th ro u g h  the  
long  days, and m ostly  w akeful n igh ts. I do 
n o t know  i f  d ip h th eria  had  been, in those 
epochs, know n o r ta lked  o f  ; b u t I ex ­
trem ely  disliked this feeling in th e  th roat, 
and passed from  dislike in to  sorrow ful 
alarm , (having  no C o u tte t now  to give 
m e tisane,) and w onder i f  I should  ever
ge t hom e to D en m ark  H ill again.
A lth o u g h  the  poetical states o f  religious 
feeling tau g h t m e by G eorge H e rb e r t’s 
rhym es, and th e  reading o f  form al petition, 
w h e th er in psalter or litany, a t m orn ing
and evening and on Sunday forenoon,
w ere sincere enough  in th e ir fanciful or 
form al ways, no occasion o f  life had  yet 
p u t  m e to any serious trial o f  d irect 
prayer. I  never knew  o f Jessie’s o r m y 
aun t’s sicknesses, or now  o f  m y cousin 
Jo h n ’s, un til too la te for prayer ; in our 
ow n household  there had  been no instan tly  
dangerous illness since m y ow n in 1835 ; 
and during  th e  long  th rea ten ing  o f  1841 
I was th ro u g h o u t m ore sullen and rebel­
lious than  frigh tened . B ut now , betw een 
the  C am po Santo and Santa M aria  
N ovella, I had  been b ro u g h t in to  some 
know ledge o f  the  relations th a t m ig h t tru ly  
exist betw een G od and H is creatures ; and 
th in k in g  w h a t m y  fa ther and m o th er 
w ould  feel i f  I did n o t get hom e to 
th em  th ro u g h  those pop lar avenues, I  fell 
gradually  in to  th e  tem per, and m ore o r less 
tacit offering, o f  very real prayer.
W h ich  lasted patien tly  th ro u g h  tw o  long  
days, and w hat I knew  o f  th e  n ights, on 
the  road hom e. O n  the  th ird  day, as I
was abou t com ing  in sight o f  Paris, w h a t 
people w ho  are in th e  h ab it o f  p ray ing  
k n o w  as th e  consciousness o f  answ er, 
cam e to m e ; and a certa in ty  th a t the
illness, w h ich  had  all this w hile  increased, 
i f  an y th in g , w ould  be taken away.
C ertain ty  in m ind, w h ich  rem ained  u n ­
shaken, th ro u g h  unabated  discom fort o f 
body, for ano ther n ig h t and day, and then 
th e  evil sym ptom s vanished in an h o u r
or tw o , on th e  road beyond Paris ; and 
I found m yself in the  inn a t Beauvais
en tire ly  w ell, w ith  a th r ill o f  conscious
happiness a lto g e th e r new  to me.
W h ich , i f  I h ad  been able to  keep !-------
A n o th er ‘  h ad  been ’ this, the  gravest o f  
all I  lost ; th e  last w ith  w h ich  I  shall 
troub le  the  reader.
T h a t h ap p y  sense o f  d irect relation w ith  
H eaven  is know n evidently  to m ultitudes 
o f  h u m an  souls o f  all faiths, and  in all 
lands ; evidently  often a d ream ,— dem on­
strab ly , as I conceive, often a reality ; in
all cases, dependent on resolution, patience, 
self-denial, p rudence, obedience ; o f  w hich  
som e pure hearts are capable w ith o u t 
effort, and som e by constancy. W h e th e r  
I was capable o f  ho ld ing  it or not, I 
canno t tell ; b u t little  by little , and for 
little , y e t it seem ed invincib le , causes, it 
passed aw ay from  me. I  h ad  scarcely 
reached hom e in safety before I  had  
sunk back  in to  th e  faintness and darkness 
o f  th e  U n d er-W o rld .
C H A P T E R  V i l i .
T H E  S T A T E  O F  D E N M A R K .
H E  house on D en m ark  H ill, w here
m y fa ther and  m o th e r, in  th e  
shorten ing  days o f  1845 , th an k fu lly  
received back  th e ir truan t, has been 
associated, by dated' no tepaper, w ith  a 
quarter o f  a cen tu ry  o f  m y  E ng lish  
life ; and was indeed to m y parents a 
peaceful, yet cheerful, and pleasantly, in its 
suburban  m anner, dignified, abode o f  the ir 
declin ing years. F o r  m y  fa th e r had  no 
possibilities o f  real re tirem en t in h im  ; his 
business was the  necessary pride and 
fixed h ab it o f  his soul : his am bition ,
and w h a t instinct o f accum ulative gain 
th e  m ercantile  life inevitably  begets, w ere 
for m e only ; b u t involved th e  fixed 
desire to  see m e m oving  in th e  w estern 
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lig h t o f  L ondon, am ong  its acknow ledged 
literary  orders o f  m e rit;  and w ere totally  
inconsisten t w ith  th e  th o u g h t, fain tly  
and in term itting ly  haun tin g  m y m o ther 
and m e, th a t a rose-covered co ttage in 
th e  dells o f  M atlock , or th e  vale o f  
K esw ick , m ig h t be nearer th e  heavenly 
w orld , for u s ,  th an  all the m ajesty o f
D en m ark  H ill, connected  th o u g h  it was, 
by th e  V auxhall R oad  and convenient
om nibuses, w ith  St. Jam es’s S treet and 
Cavendish Square.
B u t th e  house itse lf had  every good 
in it, except nearness to  a stream , tha t 
could w ith  any reason be coveted by 
m odest m ortals. I t  stood in com m and 
o f seven acres o f  hea lthy  g round  (a 
patch  o f  local gravel there  overlying
the  L ondon  clay) ; h a lf  o f  it in  m eadow  
sloping to th e  sunrise, the  rest p rudently  
and pleasantly divided into an upper and 
low er k itchen  garden ; a fru itfu l b it  o f  
orchard , and chance inlets and outlets
o f  w oodw alk , opening  to  th e  sunny 
p a th  by th e  field, w h ich  was gladdened 
on  its o th e r side in  sp ring tim e by 
flushes o f  alm ond  and double peach 
blossom . Scarce all the  hyacin ths and 
h ea th  o f  B ran tw ood  redeem  th e  loss o f  
these to  m e, and w hen th e  sum m er 
w inds have w recked  the  w reaths o f  our 
w ild  roses, I am  ap t to  th in k  so rrow ­
fu lly  o f  the  trad ings and  clim bings o f  
deep pu rp le  convolvulus w h ic h  bloom ed 
fu ll every au tu m n  m orn ing  round  the  
trunks o f  th e  apple trees in  th e  k itch en  
garden.
T h e  house itse lf had  no specialty, 
either o f  com fort o r inconvenience, to 
endear i t ;  the  b reakfast-room , open ing  on 
th e  law n  and farther field, was ex trem ely  
p re tty  w hen  its walls w ere m ostly covered 
w ith  lakes by T u rn e r*  and  doves by
# Namely, Derwentwater ; Lake Lucerne, 
with the Righi at sunset ; the Bay of Uri, 
with the Rothstock, from above Brunnen ;
H u n t ; th e  d ining and draw ing-room s 
w ere spacious enough  for ou r grandest 
receptions,— never m ore th a n  tw elve a t 
d inner, w ith  perhaps H en ry  W atson  and 
his sisters in th e  evening,— and had 
decoration enough  in ou r N o rth co te  
portraits, T u rn e r’s Slave-ship, and, in 
la ter years, his R ia lto , w ith  our Jo h n  
Lew is, tw o  C opley F ield ings, and every 
now  and th en  a new  T u rn e r  draw ing. 
M y  ow n w o rk -ro o m , above th e  b reak - 
fast-room , was only d istinct, as being 
such, in  its large oblong table, occupying 
so m u ch  o f  th e — say fifteen by five and 
tw en ty — feet o f  available space w ith in  
bookcases, th a t th e  rest o f  the  floor 
v irtually  was only a passage round  it.
Lucerne itself, seen from the lake ; the upper 
reach of the lake, seen from Lucerne ; and 
the opening of the Lake o f Constance, from 
Constance. Goldau, St. Gothard, Schaff- 
hausen, Coblentz, and LI anthony, raised the 
total of matchless Turner drawings in this room 
to eleven,
I  always w ro te  on th e  flat o f  the  tab le ,—  
a bad  h ab it, enforced partly  by th e  frequen t 
need o f  lay ing  draw ings or books for 
reference beside m e. T w o  w indow s, fo rm ing  
the  sides o f  a bow  b lank  in  the  m iddle, 
gave m e, th o u g h  ra th e r aw kw ard ly  crossed, 
all the  lig h t I needed : partly  th ro u g h  
laziness and m ake-shiftiness, partly  in 
respect for ex ternal sym m etry ,— for th e  
house h ad  really som eth ing  o f  an arch i­
tectural air a t the  back ,— I never opened 
th e  m idm ost b lank  w all, th o u g h  it con­
siderably fretted  m e : the  single w indow
o f  m y b ed -room  above, look ing  s tra igh t 
sou th-east, gave, th ro u g h  th e  first ten  or 
tw elve w inters a t D en m ark  H ill , com m and 
o f  the  m o rn in g  clouds, inestim able for 
its aid in all h ea lth y  th o u g h t. P apa  and 
m am m a took  possession o f  th e  q u ie t 
w estern  room s, w h ic h  looked m erely into 
th e  branches o f  th e  cedar on th e  fron t 
law n.
In  such stateliness o f  civic dom icile,
the industry  o f  m idlife now  began for 
m e, little  d isturbed by th e  m u rm u r o f 
L ondon  beyond th e  bridges, and  in  no 
wise by any en largem ent o f  neighbourly  
circle on th e  H ill itse lf; one fam ily  alone 
excepted, w hose affection has no t failed 
m e from  th en  till now ,— hav ing  begun  
in  earlier tim es, ou t o f  w h ich  I m ust yet 
g a th er a g leam  or tw o o f  th e  trem ulous 
m em ory.
In  speaking o f  M r. D ale ’s school, I 
nam ed only m y younger com panions th e re  ; 
o f  w h o m  W illo u g h b y  h ad  gone to C am ­
bridge, and was by this tim e beyond m y 
ken  ; bu t E d w ard  M atson  som etim es cam e 
y e t to  dine w ith  us a t D en m ark  H ill, and 
som etim es carried  m e dow n to W o o lw ich , 
to spend a day am idst its m ilitary  displays 
and arts, w ith  his father, and m o th er, and 
tw o  sw eet younger sisters. W h ere  I saw, 
in  M ajo r M atson , such calm  type  o f  
tru th , gentleness, and sim plicity, as I 
have m yself found  in soldiers or sailors
only; and  so adm irable to m e th a t I  have 
never been able, since those W o o lw ich  
tim es, tç> g a ther m yself up  against th e  
national gu ilt o f  w ar, seeing th a t such m en 
w ere m ade by th e  discipline o f  it.
B ut a t M r. D ale’s w ere also tw o  senior 
pupils, little  k n o w n  to  m e except, H en ry  
D a rt by his large hazel eyes, and  E d m u n d  
O ldfield by his already alm ost m idd le- 
aged aspect o f  serene sagacity. W h e n  I 
w en t to O xford , I found  D a r t at E xeter 
C ollege, w here  w e established poetical
friendship , and contended in all h o n o u r 
for th e  N ew d ig a te , reading ou r b est 
passages to each other, for im prov ing  
censure. D a rt, very deservedly, w on  it
th a t year, and gave prom ise o f  generous 
distinction afterw ards ; b u t th e  hazel eyes 
w ere too b rig h t, and closed, in a year or 
tw o, to this w o rld ’s am bition .
I do no t know  h o w  it chanced th a t 
th e  art im pulse w h ich  anim ated  E d m u n d
O ldfield’s grave sagacity did no t m anifest
itse lf to m e till m uch  later. H e  was the 
elder b ro th e r o f  a large group  o f  clever 
lads and lasses, am iable in the  extrem e, 
yet in a sligh tly  severe and evangelical 
m anner ; w hose father was in som e 
tangib le relation to m ine as one o f  the 
leading m en o f  business on the  H ill ; 
th e ir m o th er know n to us by sigh t 
only, as a refined and still beautiful 
w om an ,— evangelical w i t h o u t  severity; b o th  
o f  them  occupying, w ith  such o f  th e ir 
ch ild ren  as w ere th a t w ay m inded, the 
pew  before us in M r. B u rn e t’s chapel, 
w hereat som etim es in m y younger days 
w e w en t to hear a g loom ier divinity than  
tha t o f  m y  beloved and A nacreontic D o cto r 
A ndrew s.
W e m ig h t never have k now n  m ore o f  
th em , unless, am ong th e  sacred enthusiasm s 
o f  C am berw ell parish, th e  fancy h ad  arisen 
to  pu t a painted  w indow  in to  th e  east 
end o f  th e  p re tty  church , ju s t bu ilt 
for it  by M r. G ilbert Scott. E d m u n d
O ldfield, already advanced far beyond m e 
in G o th ic  a r t scholarship, was p rim e  m over 
in th e  m a tte r, b u t such ru m o u r as existed
in the  village o f  m y in terest in arch i­
tectu re justified  h im  in expecting  som e 
help  from  m e. I h ad  already qu ite  fixed 
notions o f  w h at the  co lou r o f  glass should  
be, and in these E d m u n d  concurred. T h e  
tracery  o f  th e  east w indow  seem ed to us 
convertib le in to  no d ishonouring  likeness 
o f  som eth ing  a t R heim s o r C hartres.
H ith e rto  unconscious o f  m y inability  to 
com pose in colour, I offered to design 
th e  entire w indow  head  ; and did, after 
som e headstrong  toil, actually  fill the  
requ ired  spaces w ith  a m osaic presenting 
an o rthodox  cycle o f  subjects in pu rp le  
and scarlet, round  a m ore lum inous 
centre o f  figures adap ted  from  M ichae l 
A ngelo. P artly  in politeness, partly  in  
curiosity, the  com m ittee  on the  w indow  
did verily au thorize E dm und  O ldfield and
m e to execute this design ; and I having
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fo rtunately  th e  sense to  adm it E d m u n d ’s 
representations th a t th e  style o f  M ichael
A ngelo was no t exactly adapted to 
th irte en th  cen tu ry  practice, in construction  
o f  a vitrail, th e  central l ig h t was a r­
ranged by h im  on m ore m odest lines ; 
and the  resu lt proved on the  w hole 
satisfactory to the  congregation , w ho  
thereupon  desired th a t the  five vertical
ligh ts m ig h t be filled in the  same 
m anner. I had  felt, how ever, th ro u g h
the changes m ade on m y M ichael 
A ngelesque cinquefoil, th a t M r. O ldfield’s 
know ledge o f  G o th ic  style, and gift in
p lacing  colour, w ere a ltogether beyond 
m ine ; and prayed h im  to carry out 
th e  rest o f  the  w indow  by him self.
W h ic h  he did w ith  perfect success,
atta in ing  a delicate brilliancy p u re r than  
any th ing  I h ad  before seen in m odern
glass.
I should  have been m ore crushed by
this result, had  I no t been already in the
h ab it o f  feeling w orsted in eveiy th ing  I
tried  o f  orig inal w o rk  ; w h ile  since 1842, 
I was m ore and m ore sure o f  m y faculty  
o f  seeing th e  beau ty  and m ean ing  o f  the 
w o rk  o f  o ther m inds. A t this tim e, I
m ig h t assuredly have been led by E d m u n d  
O ldfield into a study o f  all the  painted 
glass in E ng lan d , i f  only E d m u n d  had  
been a little  m ore hap p y  in  his ow n
pow er : b u t I  suppose his im m ediate
success was too easy to  d ivert h im  from  
th e  courses o f  study w h ich  afterw ards gave 
h im  his h ig h  position in the  B ritish 
M u seu m , no t enough  recognized by the 
public , and, I  believe, fa rth e r obscured by 
th e  ill h u m o u r o r tem p er o f  M r. Panizzi. 
I f  only— I m ay still som etim es indu lge  
in a ‘ m ig h t have b een ,’ for m y friends—  
he had  k ep t to  G o th ic  foils and the ir 
glass, m y  belief is th a t E d m u n d  
O ldfield could have done for E ng land
great part o f  w h a t V iollet le D u c  did for 
Y  rance, w ith  the  sam e earnestness, and
w ith  th rice  th e  sensibility. B u t th e  sen­
sibility tak ing  in h im  th e  fo rm  o f  re ­
serve, and th e  restless F ren ch  energy 
being absent, he diffused h im se lf  in  
serene scholarship till too late, and retired  
from  the collisions and in trigues o f  the 
M u seu m  too early.
O u r tem porary  alliance am ong the 
traceries o f  C am berw ell h ad  for im ­
m ediate consequence to m e, an in troduc­
tion  to his fam ily, w h ich  broke the 
m onastic laws o f  D en m ark  H ill  to the  
ex ten t o f  tem p tin g  m e to a C hristm as 
revel or tw o w ith  his p re tty  sisters ; 
w hereat I failed in m y part in every 
gam e, and w hence  I retired  in a sack­
c lo th  o f  hum ilia tion , o f  w h ich  the  tissue 
had  a t once the  w eigh t o f  a w et blanket, 
and th e  sting  o f  horsehair.
I have only once nam ed, am ong  m y 
C h ris t C h u rch  com panions, C harles N e w ­
ton. H e  was considerably m y senior, 
besides being a righ tly  bred  scholar, w ho
knew  his g ram m ar and his quantities ; 
and, w h ile  yet an undergraduate , was 
doing  accurately  useful w ork  in  the  
A rch itectu ral Society. W ith o u t rudely  de­
p recia ting  m y P rou tesque  m anner o f  
draw ing , he represented to  m e th a t it 
d id  no t m eet all the  an tiquarian  purposes 
o f  th a t body ; and, always under protest, 
I d rew  a N o rm an  door for N ew to n , 
(as th e  g ran ite  veins o f  T rew avas H ead  
for D r. B uckland ,) w ith  distinct en ­
deavour to give the  substantial facts in 
each, apparen t to the  vu lgar m ind . A nd 
i f  only— once m ore  pardon, good  reader, 
b u t th is is really an ‘ i f ’ th a t I cannot 
resist— if  only N ew to n  had  learn t Irish  
instead o f  G reek , Scotch instead o f  
E gyp tian , and preferred , for lig h t reading , 
the  study o f  the  V enerable Bede to tha t
o f  V icto r H u g o ,  w ell, the  B ritish
M useum  m ig h t have been still habitab le  ; 
the  effigy, as th e  bones, o f  M ausolus 
■yvould have rested in peace ; and the
British pùb lic  k n ow n  m ore than  any 
Idylls o f  kings have yet to ld  th e m , o f  
personages such as A rth u r, A lfred, and 
C harlem agne.
T h e re  rem ained  yet som e possibilities, 
even after Charles N ew to n  becam e A ttic  
and diplom atic, o f  som e hero ic a ttach ­
m en t betw een us, in th e  m anner o f  
T heseus and P irithous. In  fact, for 
som e years after m y C am berw ell w indow  
and C am po Santo en tanglem ents, T heseus 
retained, I believe, som e hope o f  deliver­
ing  m e from  those L ethean  chains ; nor 
until so late as th e  year 1850, w hen , 
as w e crossed th e  G rea t St. B ernard  
to g e ther, C harles spoke heresies against 
th e  V alley o f  C ham oun i, rem ark ing , w ith  
respect to its  glacial m oraines, th a t ‘ he 
th o u g h t m ore housem aids w ere w anted  
in th a t estab lishm ent,’ and on th e  o th e r 
hand , I expressed m yself respecting th e  
virtues o f  d iplom atists, and  the  value o f  
th e  opinions o f  the B ritish Peerage op
A rt and Science, in  a m anner w h ich  
caused N ew to n  to observe (no t w ith o u t 
foundation) th a t ‘ the re  was th e  m ak ing  
o f  R obespierre in m e ,’— n o t till then , I 
repeat, did it becom e clear to either o f  us 
th a t the decisions o f  M inos w ere irrevo­
cable.
W e ye t exam ined th e  castle o f  V errex 
toge ther, as once the  aisles o f  D orchester ; 
and com pared  in peace, at M ilan , the  
C orin th ian  graces o f  St. L orenzo  w ith  
the  L om bard ie  m onsters o f  St. A m brogio . 
E arly  the  nex t m o rn in g  N ew to n  left 
m e, in  th e  A lbergo  R eale, n o t w ith o u t 
inner tears on b o th  sides, and w en t 
eastw ard, I kn o w  not w here. E ver since, 
w e have been to each o ther, he  as the 
H ea th e n , and  I as th e  P u b lican , b o th  o f  
us finding it alike im possible to h ear the  
C h u rch .
T h e  transition  to D en m ark  H ill had, 
how ever, in th e  first pride o f  it, an 
advantage also in g iv ing  our fam ily
P uritan ism , p rom otion  to a d istinguished 
pew  in C am den C hapel, qu ite  near 
the  pu lp it. H en ry  M elv ill, afterw ards
P rincipal o f  H aileybury , was the  only 
preacher I  ever knew  w hose serm ons 
w ere at once sincere, o rthodox , and 
oratorical on C iceronian principles. H e  
w rote th em  from  end to  end w ith  
polished art, and read th em  adm irably ,
in his ow n m anner ; by w hich , th o u g h  
the  congregation  affectionately expected  it, 
they  w ere always deeply im pressed. H e  
arranged his serm on under fou r o r five 
heads, and  b ro u g h t each in its tu rn  to 
a vigorously po in ted  clim ax, delivering
the last w ords o f  each parag raph  w ith  
tw o or th ree energetic nods o f  his head,
as if  he  w ere ham m ering  th a t m u ch  o f  
th e  subject into the p u lp it cushion w ith  
a round-headed  m alle t.*  T h e n  all the
* The hackneyed couplet of Hudibras re­
specting clerical use of the fist on the pulpit 
cushion is scarcely understood by modern
congregation  w iped  th e ir eyes, b lew  th e ir 
noses, coughed  the  coughs they  had  
choked  over for the last quarte r o f  an
readers, because of the burlesqued rhythm 
leaning falsely on the vowel :—
c The pulpit, drum ecclesiastic,
Is beat with fist instead o f a stick.’
The couplet, like most of the poem, has been 
kept in memory more by the humour of 
its manner than the truth of its wit. I should 
like myself to expand it into—
The pulpit, drum ecclesiastic,
Keeps time to truth politely plastic,
And wakes the Dead, and lulls the Quick, 
As with a death’s-head on a stick.
Or, in the longer rhythm of my old diary—
Who, despots of the ecclesiastic drum, 
Roll the rogues’ muffled march, to the 
rogues’ c kingdom come.’—
For indeed, since I wrote the paragraph about 
the pulpit of Torcello, in ‘ The Stones of 
Venice,’ Vol. II., Chap. II., it has become hourly 
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h o u r, and settled them selves to th e  m ore 
devoted acceptance o f  the  nex t section.
I t  is the  h ab it o f  m any good m en— as 
it was confessedly, for instance, th a t o f  
th e  infan t, Sam uel, W ilberfo rce, Bishop 
o f  O xford— not to allow  them selves to 
doub t or question any p a rt o f  Bible 
teaching. H en ry  M elv ill, being  o f  the  
sam e Episcopal school, and dutifu lly  fo r­
b idd ing  h im se lf any dangerous fields o f  
enquiry , explained w ith  accuracy all th a t 
was explicable in his tex t, and argued  
the  inexplicable into th e  plausible w ith  
great zeal and  feeling ;— always tho rough ly
more manifest to me how far the false eloquence 
of the pulpit —  whether Kettledrummle’s at 
Drumclog, with whom it is, in Gibbon’s scornful 
terms, ‘ the safe and sacred organ o f sedition,’ 
or the apology of hired preachers for the abuses 
of their day— has excited the most dangerous 
passions of the sects, while it quenched the 
refiner’s fire and betrayed the reproving power 
of the gospel.
convincing  h im se lf  before he  a ttem pted  
to  convince his congregation .
( I t  m ay be noted  in passing th a t D ean  
Stanley, on the  o ther hand , used his
p lausib ility  to convince his congregation  
w ith o u t convincing him self, o r com m itting  
h im se lf to any th in g  in particu lar ; w h ile  
F rederic  M aurice  secured his audiences’ 
religious com fort, by tu rn in g  th e ir  too
tho rny  convictions th e  o th e r side up,
like railroad cushions.)
F o r the  rest, M r. M el vili was en ­
tirely  am iable in the  C h u rch  visitant, 
th o u g h  no t form idable in the  C h u rch  
m ilitan t. T h e re  w ere n o t m any poor in 
th e  district to be visited ; bu t h e  becam e 
at once a k ind ly  and esteem ed friend to 
us, as, for the  present, serenely feeding 
lam bs o f  his flock ; and  I shall always 
rem em ber gratefully  the  unoffended smile 
w ith  w h ich  one day, w hen  he  h ad  called 
late, and I becam e restless d u ring  his con­
versation because m y dinner was ready,
he broke o ff his ta lk , and said, ‘ G o to 
you r d inner.’
I was greatly  asham ed o f m yself for 
having been so rude ; b u t w en t to m y 
d inner,— attended  better to M r. M elv ill’s 
preaching  ever afterw ards,— and ow e to
h im  all sorts o f  good help  in close 
analysis, bu t especially, m y h ab it o f  a l­
ways looking , in every quo tation  from  
the Bible, w h a t goes before it and
after.*
B u t to these particulars I m ust return  
by-and-bye ; for m y business in this
ch ap te r is only  to give account o f  the  
m aterials and m ental resources w ith  
w h ich , in m y new  study at D en m ark  
H ill, looking  ou t on th e  m eadow  and
* I have never forgotten his noble sermon, 
one day, on the folly of reading c Eye hath 
not seen the things God has prepared for them 
that love H im ,’ without going on to the end 
of the verse, ‘ but H e hath revealed them 
unto us by His Spirit.’
th e  tw o cow s, I settled  m yself, in  the 
w in te r o f  1845, to w rite , as m y fa ther 
now  justly  expected  m e to  do w ith o u t 
fa rthe r excuse, the  second volum e o f  
‘ M o d ern  P a in ters .’
I t  is ex trem ely  difficult to  define, 
m uch  m ore  to explain, th e  religious 
tem per in  w h ich  I designed th a t
second volum e. W h a tev e r I kn o w  or 
feel, now , o f  th e  justice o f  G od, the 
nobleness o f  m an, and th e  beau ty  o f  
natu re , I knew  and felt th en , no r less 
strongly  ; b u t these firm  faiths w ere
confused by the  continual discovery, day 
by day, o f  e rro r or lim itation  in the 
doctrines I had  been tau g h t, and follies
o r inconsistencies in the ir teachers : w hile 
for myself, it seem ed to  m e q u ite  sure,
since m y dow nfall o f  h ea rt on last leaving 
F ran ce , th a t I had  no p a rt nor lo t in  
the  service or privileges o f  th e  saints ; 
bu t, on th e  contrary, had  such share only 
in the th ings o f  G od , as w ell-conducted
beasts and serenely-m inded  birds had  : 
w hile , even am ong th e  beasts, I had  no 
claim  to represent m yself figuratively as 
a lion couchan t, or eagle volant, b u t was, 
a t m y  best and proudest, only o f  a 
doggish and p igg ish  tem per, co n ten t in 
m y d o g ’s chain , and w ith  m y  p ig ’s-w ash, 
in spite o f  C arlyle ; and hav ing  no m ind 
w hatever to w in H eaven  at th e  price 
o f  conversion like St. R an ier’s, or m o rti­
fication like  St. B ru n o ’s.
A nd th a t m y fa ther m uch  concurred 
w ith  m e in these, partly  stubborn , 
p artly  m odest, sen tim ents, appeared cu ­
riously on the  occasion o f  reg istering  
his arm s at the  H era ld s’ C ollege for 
pain ting , as those o f  th e  Bardi, and no 
m ore under th e  L o n g  A cre lim itation , 
‘ vix ea nostra ,’ on the  panel o f  his ow n 
b rougham . I t  appeared, on enquiry  a t 
the  H era ld s’ Office, th a t there  was indeed 
a shield apperta in ing  to a fam ily, o f 
w hom  n o th in g  particu lar was k n ow n , by
the  nam e o f  R u sk m  : Sable, a chevron,
argen t, betw een six lance-heads, argent. 
T h is, w ith o u t any evidence o f  ou r relation 
to  th e  fam ily, w e could not, o f  course, 
be p erm itted  to  use w ith o u t m odification : 
b u t th e  K in g -a t-A rm s registered it as 
ours, w ith  th e  addition  o f  th ree  crosses 
crosslets on th e  chevron, gules, (in case 
o f  m y  still becom ing  a clergym an  !) ; and 
w e carried hom e, on  loan from  the  
college, a book  o f  crests and  m ottoes ; 
crests being  open to choice in  m odern  
herald ry , ( if  one does no t by chance 
w in  th em ,) as laconic expressions o f  
personal character, o r achievem ent.
O ver w h ich  b ook , I rem em ber, th o u g h  
too  vaguely, m y fa th e r’s reasoning w ith in  
him self, th a t a m erchan t could no t w ith  
any p roprie ty  typify h im se lf  by  L ord  
M arm io n ’s falcon, o r L o rd  D u d ley ’s bear; 
th a t, th o u g h  w e w ere all ex trem ely  fond 
o f  dogs, any doggish crest w ou ld  be 
taken  for an ex trem ely  m in o r dog, or
even puppy , by the  pub lic  ; w hile  vulpine 
types, w h e th er o f  heads or brushes, w ere 
w ho lly  ou t o f  ou r w ay ; and at last, 
faute de m ieux , and w ith  some idea, 
I fancy, o f  th e  beast’s resolution in
tak ing  and m ak ing  its ow n w ay th ro u g h  
difficulties, m y father, w ith  the  assent, 
i f  no t support, o f  m y m o th e r and 
M ary , . fixed, forsooth , upon  a boar’s 
head, as reasonably p roud , w ith o u t claim  
to be patrician  ; u n d er-w ritten  by the 
m o tto  ‘ A ge quod agis.’ Some ten or
tw elve years, I suppose, after this, be­
g inn ing  to  study herald ry  w ith  atten tion , 
I  apprehended, tha t, w h e th er a k n ig h t’s 
w ar-cry , or a peaceful yeom an’s saying, 
th e  w ords on th e  scroll o f  a crest could 
not be a piece o f  advice to o ther
people, b u t m ust be always a declaration 
o f  th e  bearer’s ow n m ind. W hereu p o n  
I changed, on m y ow n seal, the  ‘ A ge 
quod a g is ’ in to  ‘ T o -d a y ,’ tacitly  un d er­
lined to  m yself w ith  th e  w arn ing ,
‘ T h e  n ig h t com eth , w hen  no m an can 
w o rk /
B u t as years w en t on, and the  
be lie f  in fortune, and fo rtu n e-te llin g , 
w h ich  is finally confessed in Fors 
C lavigera, asserted itse lf m ore distinctly  
in  m y  p rivate  philosophy, I began 
to be m u ch  exercised in  m ind  as 
to the  fortunate, o r o therw ise, m eaning  
o f  m y fa ther’s choosing  a p ig  for m y 
crest ; and th a t the m ore, because I 
could no t decide w h e th e r it was law ful 
for m e to  adopt th e  G reek  m ode o f
in terp re ta tio n , according to w h ich  I m ig h t 
consider m yself an assistant o f  H ercu les
in the  conquest o f  th e  E ry m an th ian  
boar, 01* w as restric ted  to  the  G o th ic  
reading w h ich  w ould  com pel m e to
consider m yself a p ig  in personâ,— (as
th e  aforesaid M arm ion  a falcon, or 
A lbert o f  G eierstein  a vu ltu re ,— ) and 
only take pride in the  streng th  o f  
bristle, and cu rl o f  tusk , w h ich
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occasioned, in  m y days o f  serious 
critical influence, the lam en t o f  the  
A cadem ician in P u n c h  :
‘ I paints and paints,
Hears no complaints,
And sells before I’m dry,
Till savage Ruskin 
Sticks his tusk in,
And nobody will buy.’
Inclin ing , as tim e w en t on, m ore and 
m ore to this view o f the m a tte r, I rested 
at last in the  conviction th a t m y pro to type 
and patron  sain t was indeed, n o t H ercu les, 
bu t St. A n thony  o f  Padua, and th a t it 
m ig h t in a m easure be recorded also o f  
little  m e, tha t ‘ il se re tira  d ’abord dans 
une solitude peu  élo ignée du bou rg  de 
Corne, puis dans un sépulcre fo rt éloigné 
de ce bourg , enfin dans les m asures d ’un 
vieux château  au-dessus d ’H éraclée , où  il 
vécu t pendan t v ingt ans. I l  n ’est pas 
possible de raconter tou t ce q u ’il eu t à 
souffrir dans ces trois retraites, tan t par
les rigueurs q u ’il exerça sur lu i-m êm e  que 
par la m alice du dém on, qui m it tou t 
en œ uvre p o u r le tro m p er par ses artifices, 
ou  p o u r l ’abattre  par ses m enaces e t ses 
m auvais tra item ents, qu i allèren t quelque­
fois ju sq u ’à le laisser p o u r m o rt des coups 
q u ’il lu i donna. A n to ine  tr io m p h a  de 
to u t ; et ce fu t p o u r le récom penser de 
tan t de com bats e t de tan t de victoires que 
D ieu  le rend it puissant en œuvres e t 
en paroles p o u r gu érir toutes sortes de 
m aladies spirituelles et corporelles, chasser 
les dém ons aussi bien des corps que des 
âmes, se faire obéir par les bêtes les plus 
cruelles, par les élém ents e t les autres 
créatures les m oins soum ises à la volonté 
de l’h o m m e.’ *
I  m ust no t, how ever, an tic ipate  the 
course o f  this eventful h is to ry  so far
* ‘ Dictionnaire des Sciences Ecclésiastiques.’
I assumed, of course, in adopting this patron 
saint, that he would have the same domestic 
pets as St. Anthony o f the Desert,
as to discuss at present any m anner 
o f  the  resem blance in m y fate, or 
w ork , o r hom e - com panionships, to  those 
o f  St. A nthony  o f  Padua ; b u t m ay 
record , as im m ediately  significant, the 
deligh t w hich  b o th  m y  m o th e r and I 
took  in the possession o f  a really
practical p igstye in our D anish fa rm ­
yard, (the coach-house and stables 
being to us o f  no im portance in 
com parison) ; the  success w ith  w hich  
m y m o th e r d irected th e  nu rtu re , and 
fatten ing , o f the  piglings ; the  civil
and jovial character o f  the  piglings so 
nu rtu red , indicated especially by th e ir
h ab it o f  standing in a row  on th e ir
h ind-legs to look  over th e  fence, w h en ­
ever m y m o th e r cam e in to  the  yard : 
and conclusively by th e  satisfaction w ith  
w h ich  even our m ost refined friends 
w ould  accept a p resen t o f  p o rk — or it 
m ig h t be, alas ! som etim es o f  sucking 
p ig — from  D en m ark  H ill,
T h e  fo llow ing  (p. 292) exam ple o f  such 
acknow ledgm ents, addressed to m y father, 
is fa rthe r in teresting  in its post (or 
side) scrip t, referring  to the  civil w ar 
in Sw itzerland, and fixing, therefore, 
the  le tter, otherw ise w ithou t date o f  
year, to 1845, w h en  I was beg inn ing  to 
p repare for m y first adventurous journey .
N e ith e r  do I th in k  it irrelevant, in this 
place, to fo rete ll th a t, after tw en ty  years’ 
various study o f  th e  p ig let character, (see, 
for instance, th e  account o f  th e  com fort 
given m e by th e  m onastic p ig le t a t 
Assisi,*) I becam e so resigned to  the  
adoption  o f  m y paternally chosen crest 
as to  w rite  m y rhym ed  travelling  le tters 
to  J o a n t  m ost frequen tly  in m y heraldic
* ‘ In one of my saddest moods, I got 
some wholesome peace and refreshment by 
mere sympathy with a Bewickian little pig, 
in the roundest and conceitedest burst o f  
pig-blossom.’— ‘ Fors,’ Letter XLVIII.
j" Now Mrs. Arthur Severn,
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47, Q u e e n  A n n  (no street ! ) W e s t ,  
Thursday, 27 Fey'
‘  M y  dear Sir,
‘ H ave the  goodness to 
offer m y  respectful thanks 
to M rs. R u sk in  for the  k ind  
present o f  a p a rt o f  the  
little fat friends, & its
---------------- * P o rtu g a l onions
for stuffing th em  included,
&c., &c. H o p in g  you are all 
well,
‘ Believe m e,
‘ M ost tru ly  obliged,
‘ J .  M . W . T u r n e r . ’
J .  R u s k i n ,  E s q .
* Turner always indicates by these long 
lines the places in his letters where his feelings 
become inexpressible.
ch arac ter o f  ‘ L ittle  P ig  ’ ; or, royally 
p lu ra l, ‘ L ittle  P ig s ,’ especially w hen  
these le tters took  th e  tone o f  con­
fessions, as for instance, from  K esw ick, 
in  1857 :—
When little pigs have muffins hot,
And take three quarters for their lot, 
Then, little pigs— had better not.
A nd again, on th e  occasion o f  over­
lunch in g  m y se lf  before ascending R ed  
P ik e , in  th e  sam e year
As readers, for their minds’ relief,
Will sometimes double down a leaf,
Or rather, as good sailors reef 
Their sails, or jugglers, past belief 
Will con-involve a handkerchief—
If little pigs, when time is brief 
W ill, that way, double up their beef, 
Then— little pigs will come to grief.
A nd here  is w h a t m ay, it seems to 
m e, gracefully conclude th is p resen t 
chap ter, as a p re tty  and  p a th e tic  P ig -
w iggian chau n t, from  A bbeville, in 
1858.
If little pigs,— when evening dapples,
With fading clouds, her autumn sky,—
Set out in search of Norman Chapels,
And find, instead, where cliffs are high, 
H alf way from Amiens to Etaples,
A castle, full of pears and apples,
On donjon floors laid out to dry ;
— Green jargonelles, and apples tenny,—  
And find their price is five a penny,
If little pigs, then, buy too many,
Spare to those little pigs a sigh.
T H E  F E A S T S  O F  T H E  V A N D A L S .
H E  reader o f  ‘ to -day  ’ w ho  has been
accustom ed to hear m e spoken o f  
by th e  artists o f  to -day  as a superannuated  
en thusiast, and by th e  philosophers o f  to ­
day as a delirious visionary, w ill scarcely 
believe w ith  w h a t serious in terest the ap ­
pearance o f  th e  second volum e o f ‘ M odern  
Pain ters ’ was looked for, by m ore people 
than  m y fa ther and m o th e r,— by people 
even belong ing  to  th e  shrew dest literary  
circles, and h ighest artistic schools, o f  the
In  the  literary  w orld, a tten tion  was first 
directed to  the  book by Sydney S m ith , in 
the  hearing  o f  m y severest and  chiefly 
an tagonist m aster, the R ev. T h o m as D ale,
tim e
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w ho w ith  candid kindness sent the  fo llow ­
ing note o f  the  m a tte r to m y fa ther :—
‘ Y ou w ill no t be uninterested  to hear 
tha t M r. Sydney Sm ith  (no m ean au th o rity  
in such cases) spoke in th e  h ighest term s 
o f  your son’s w ork , on a public occasion, 
and in presence o f  several distinguished 
literary characters. H e  said i t  was a
w ork  o f  transcendent talent, presented the  
m ost original views, and  th e  m ost ele­
gan t and pow erfu l language, and w ould  
w ork  a com plete revolution in the  w orld  
o f  taste. H e  did no t know , w hen he 
said this, how  m uch  I was interested in 
th e  a u th o r.’
M y  fa ther was greatly set up  by this
note, th o u g h  the  form  o f B ritish prudence 
w h ich  never specifies occasion or person, 
for fear o f  g e ttin g  itse lf in to  a scrape, is 
p rovoking ly  illustrated by its im perfect 
testim ony. B u t i t  m attered  little  w h o  the 
o th e r ‘ literary  characters ’ m ig h t have
been, for Sydney’s verdict was at this tim e,
ju s tly , final, both in general society and 
am ong  th e  review ers ; and it was especially 
fortunate  for m e th a t he had  been trained 
in his ow n y ou th , first by D ugald  Stew art, 
and then  by the  same D r. T h o m as B row n 
w ho had form ed m y fa th e r’s m ind  and 
directed  his subsequent reading. A nd, in ­
deed, all th e  m ain principles o f  m etaphysics 
asserted in the  opening  o f  ‘M odern  P a in te rs ’ 
had  been, w ith  conclusive decision and 
sim plicity , laid dow n by Sydney h im se lf 
in the lectures he gave on M o ra l P h ilo ­
sophy at th e  R oyal In stitu tion  in the 
years 18 0 4 -5 -6 , o f  w h ich  he  had  never 
enough  h im se lf recognized the  im p o rt­
ance. H e  am plified and  em bodied some 
portions o f  th em  afterw ards in th e  E d in ­
b u rg h  R eview  ; b u t ‘ considering th a t w h a t 
rem ained could be o f  no fa rth e r use, he 
destroyed several, and was proceeding to 
destroy the  w hole, w hen , en treaty  being 
m ade by friends th a t th e  portions n o t yet 
to rn  up m ig h t be spared, th e ir request
was granted  ; ’ * and these despised frag ­
m ents, published in 1850 under the  title 
o f  E lem en tary  Sketches o f  M ora l P h i­
losophy, contain , in  the  sim plest and 
securest term s, every final t ru th  w h ich  
any rational m orta l needs to learn on th a t 
subject.
H a d  those lectures been prin ted  five 
years sooner, and then  fallen in m y  w ay, 
the  second volum e o f  ‘ M odern  Painters ’ 
w ould  e ither never have been w ritten  a t 
all, or w ritten  w ith  th an k fu l deference to 
the  exu lting  w it and gracious eloquence 
w ith  w h ich  Sydney had  discerned and 
adorned all th a t I w ished  to establish, 
tw en ty  years before.
T o  the  m odern student, w ho  has heard  
o f  Sydney Sm ith  only as a jester, I com ­
m end th e  tw o follow ing passages, as ex­
am ples o f  the  m ost wise, because m ost 
noble, th o u g h t, and m ost im pressive, be-
* See note to Introduction, in the edition of 
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cause steel-true, language, to be found in 
E n g lish  litera tu re  o f  the living, as d istin­
guished from  the  classic, schools :—
‘ B ut w h ile  I am  descanting so m inutely  
upon  the  conduct o f  the  understanding, 
and th e  best m odes o f  acqu iring  k n o w ­
ledge, som e m en m ay be disposed to  ask, 
“  W h y  conduct m y understanding  w ith  
such endless care ? and w h a t is th e  use o f  
so m u ch  know ledge P ” W h a t is th e  use
o f  so m u ch  know ledge ?— w h a t is th e  use
o f so m uch  life ! W h a t are w e to do 
w ith  th e  seventy years o f  existence allo tted  
to us ? and h o w  are w e to live th em  out
to  th e  last ? I solem nly declare tha t, b u t
for the  love o f  know ledge, I  should  con­
sider th e  life o f  th e  m eanest h ed g er and 
d itch e r as preferable to th a t o f  the  greatest 
and richest m an here  present : for th e  fire 
o f  our m inds is like the  fire w h ich  the  
Persians burn  in th e  m ountains,— it flames 
n ig h t and day, and is im m o rta l, and no t 
to be quenched ! U pon som eth ing  it m u s t
act and feed, —  upon the  pure spirit o f 
know ledge, o r upon  th e  foul dregs o f  po l­
lu tin g  passions. T herefo re , w h en  I  say, in 
conducting  y o u r understanding , love k n o w ­
ledge w ith  a g reat love, w ith  a vehem ent 
love, w ith  a love coeval w ith  life, w hat 
do I say, b u t love innocence, love virtue, 
love p u rity  o f  conduct, love th a t w h ich , 
i f  you  are rich  and great, w ill sanctify th e  
b lind fortune w h ich  has m ade you so, and 
m ake m en call it justice ; love th a t w h ich , 
i f  you are poor, w ill render your poverty 
respectable, and m ake the  proudest feel it 
unjust to laugh  a t the  m eanness o f  your 
fortunes ; love th a t w h ich  w ill com fort 
you, adorn you , and never qu it y o u ,—  
w h ich  w ill open to you the  k ingdom  o f 
th o u g h t, and all th e  boundless regions o f  
conception, as an asylum  against the  
cruelty , the  injustice, and the  pain tha t 
m ay be your lo t in the  outer w orld ,—  
th a t w h ich  w ill m ake your motives 
habitually  g rea t and honourable , and lig h t
up in an instan t a thousand  noble disdains 
a t th e  very th o u g h t o f  m eanness and  o f 
fraud ! T herefo re , i f  any young  m an
here have em barked  his life in pursu it 
o f  know ledge, le t h im  go on w ith o u t
doubting  o r fearing th e  e v en t; le t h im  
no t be in tim idated  by th e  cheerless be­
ginnings o f  know ledge, by  th e  darkness 
from  w h ich  she springs, by th e  difficulties 
w h ich  hover around  her, by the  w retched  
habitations in w h ich  s h e ' dwells, by  the 
w an t and sorrow  w h ich  som etim es jou rney  
in h e r tra in  ; b u t le t h im  ever follow  her
as the  A ngel th a t guards h im , and  as the
G enius o f  his life. She w ill b ring  h im  ou t
a t last in to  th e  lig h t o f  day, and exh ib it
h im  to  th e  w orld  com prehensive in ac­
qu irem ents, fertile in resources, rich  in 
im agination, strong  in reasoning, p ruden t 
and pow erfu l above his fellows in all the  
relations and in all th e  offices o f  life.’
‘ T h e  h isto ry  o f  th e  w orld  show s us 
th a t m en are n o t to be counted  by their
num bers, b u t by the fire and vigour o f  
the ir passions ; by th e ir deep sense o f  in ­
ju ry  ; by the ir m em ory o f  past glory ; by 
th e ir eagerness for fresh fam e ; by th e ir 
clear and steady resolution o f  ceasing to 
live, or o f  achieving a particu lar object, 
w h ich , w hen  it is o n c e  form ed, strikes off 
a load o f  m anacles and chains, and gives 
free space to all heavenly and hero ic feel­
ings. A ll g reat and extraordinary  actions 
com e from  the heart. T h e re  are seasons 
in hum an  affairs w hen  qualities, fit enough  
to conduct the  com m on business o f  life, 
are feeble and useless, and w hen  m en m ust 
tru st to em otion for th a t safety w h ich  
reason a t such tim es can never give. T hese  
are the  feelings w h ich  led th e  ten th o u ­
sand over the  C arduchian  m ountains ; these 
are the  feelings by w h ich  a handfu l o f  
G reeks b roke  in pieces th e  pow er o f  
Persia : they  have, by turns, hum bled
A ustria, reduced Spain ; and in  the  fens 
o f  the D u tch , and in th e  m ountains o f
the  Swiss, defended th e  happiness, and 
revenged the oppressions o f  m an 1 G od 
calls all th e  passions ou t in th e ir  keen­
ness and vigour, for th e  p resen t safety 
o f  m ankind . A nger, and  revenge, and 
the  hero ic  m ind, and a readiness to 
suffer ;— all th e  secret s treng th , all the 
invisible array o f  the  feelings ;— all th a t 
na tu re  has reserved for the  g reat scenes o f  
the  w orld . F o r  the  usual hopes, and the 
com m on aids o f  m an, are all gone ! K ings 
have perished, arm ies are subdued, nations 
m ouldered  aw ay ! N o th in g  rem ains, under 
G od, b u t those passions w h ich  have often 
proved the best m inisters o f  H is  vengeance, 
and th e  surest protectors o f  th e  w o rld .’ 
T h ese  tw o passages o f  Sydney’s express, 
m ore  than  any others I could have chosen 
ou t o f  w h at I kn o w  o f  m odern  literatu re , 
th e  roots o f  every th ing  I  had  to  learn  and 
teach  du ring  m y ow n life ; the  earnestness 
w ith  w h ich  I follow ed w h a t was possible 
to m e in science, and th e  passion w ith  
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w hich  I was beg inn ing  to recognize the 
nobleness o f  the arts and range o f  the  
pow ers o f  m en.
I t  was a natural consequence o f  this 
passion th a t the sym pathy  o f  the  art- 
circles, in praise o f  w hose leading m em bers 
th e  first volum e o f ‘ M odern  Pain ters ’ had  
been expressly w ritten , was w ithhe ld  from  
m e m u ch  longer than  th a t o f  the  general 
reader ; w hile , on th e  o ther hand , the  old 
R om an  feuds w ith  G eorge R ichm ond  w ere 
revived by it to the  u tterm ost ; and although , 
w ith  am used in terest in m y you th fu l en­
thusiasm , and real affection for m y father, 
he painted  a charm ing  w ater-co lou r o f  m e 
sitting  a t a p ic tu resque desk in th e  open 
air, in a crim son w aistcoat and w h ite  tro u ­
sers, w ith  a m agnificent po rt-crayon  in  m y 
hand , and M o n t B lanc, conventionalized 
to R aphaelesque grace, in th e  distance, 
th e  u tm ost o f  serious opinion on m y essay 
w h ich  m y fa ther could get from  h im  was 
‘ th a t I should  know  better in tim e.’
B ut th e  fo llow ing le tte r from  Samuel 
P ro u t, w ritten  ju s t at th e  m om en t w hen  
m y fa th e r’s pride in the  success o f  the 
book was fast begu iling  h im  into adm ission 
o f  its au thorsh ip , at least in ou r ow n 
friendly circle, expresses w ith  old-fashioned 
courtesy, b u t w ith  adm irable sim plicity  and 
firm ness, the  first im pression m ade by m y 
im petuous o u tb u rs t on th e  m ost sensible 
and sincere m em bers o f  th e  true  fellow ship 
o f  E nglish  artists, w h o  at th a t tim e w ere 
doing  each the  best he  could in his ow n 
qu ie t w ay, w ith o u t th o u g h t e ith er o f  con­
ten tion  w ith  liv ing  rivals, o r o f  com paring  
the ir m odest w o rk  to the  m asterpieces o f  
fo rm er tim e.
‘ Hastings, Ju ly  2nd, 1843.
‘ D e a r  S i r ,
‘ I  beg to  apologize for not sooner 
acknow ledging , w ith  m y best thanks, your 
kindness in adding an o th er to  m any obli­
gations,
‘ Please to believe th a t I am  am bitious 
o f  m eritin g  you r m any acts o f  k ind  con­
sideration, b u t I am  asham ed and vexed 
to feel a consciousness o f  apparent rude­
ness, and a trial o f  patience w h ich  n o th ing  
can extenuate. I  m ust fear th a t m y be­
setting  sin o f  idleness in le tte r-w ritin g  has 
been displeasing to you, a lth o u g h  your 
note is politely  silent on the subject.
‘ I am  sorry to say th a t for m onths 
toge ther m y spirits have sunk so low , tha t 
every duty  and every kindness have been 
sadly neglected.
‘ In  consequence o f  this nervous inac­
tivity, the W ater C olour E xh ib ition  contains 
alm ost all I have been able to accom plish 
since last year. T h e  draw ing  o f  P e tra rch ’s 
H ouse, w h ich  you w ished m e to m ake, 
was finished som e tim e since, bu t is so 
un like w h at I am  sure you expected, th a t 
I deferred saying any th ing  abou t it till 
ano ther was m ade. Alas ! the  th ings I 
o u g h t to have done have no t been done.
I  in tended  b rin g in g  it to  tow n  w ith  m e, 
and  ask ing  the  favour th a t it m ig h t re ­
m ain in y o u r possession till I h ad  m ade 
som eth ing  m ore w orthy . M y  trip  to tow n 
has been p u t o ff m o n th  after m o n th , and 
I  expect th e  resolution w ill no t aw ake till 
th e  last day o f  seeing sights. Should  you 
n o t be in tow n , b o th  draw ings shall be 
le ft at F o o rd ’s.*
‘ P e rm it m e to say th a t I have been 
indulged  w ith  a hasty perusal o f  a w o rk  
on a r t and artists by “  A  G raduate  o f  
O xford .” I read th e  vo lum e w ith  intense 
interest, th e  sentim ents and lang u ag e  rivet-
# The letters quoted in the text of ‘ Prasterita ’ 
will always be given without omissions even of 
trivial passages. O f those arranged in c Dilecta,’ 
I give only the portions which seem to me 
likely to interest the reader ; and even take 
leave to drop superfluous sentences without stars 
or other note of the omission, but so that the 
, absolute meaning of the writer shall be always 
kept.
ing m y a tten tion  to every page. B u t I 
m ourn  lest such splendid m eans o f  doing 
em inen t service to art should  be lost. H ad  
the  w o rk  been w ritten  w ith  the c o u r t e o u s ­
n e s s  o f  Sir Joshua  R eynolds’ lectures, it 
w ould  have been “  a standard w o rk ,” the 
au th o r held  in h ig h  estim ation for his 
learning, and the  volum e recom m ended 
for instruction and usefulness. P erhaps 
no th in g  helps m ore certainly to  an acces­
sion o f  influence, and an accum ulating 
pow er o f  do ing good, than  the l a n g u a g e  
in w h ich  w e dictate. W e  approach  an 
unassum ing courteous m anner w ith  respect, 
confidence, and satisfaction, b u t m ost per­
sons sh rink  back  from  sarcasm. C ertain ly  
every au tho r w ho  w rites to  do good 
w ill w rite  w ith  firmness and candour, 
c l e a v i n g  t o  w h a t  i s  r i g h t ,  b u t  c a u t i o u s  o f  
g i v i n g  p a i n  o r  o f f e n c e .
‘ I hope som e day to give the  book 
a m ore careful perusal ; i t  m a d e  m e  t h i n k ,  
and w hen  I lay ho ld  o f  it again, I w ill
endeavour to test it by m y experience 
and th e  ju d g m e n t o f  o thers ; and as I 
have a little  c o o l e d  from  the  r a g e  I fe lt 
a t first to find m y “  darlings ” set a t 
n o u g h t, I trust in spite o f  its b iting  
bitterness I shall feel m ore asham ed o f 
myself, and m ore respect for th e  opinions 
o f  th e  au thor.
* Pardon, dear sir, this p resum ing  to 
tire your_ patience w ith  m y hum ble  op i­
nions ; and should it be true  w h a t I 
have ju s t heard , th a t you  know  the 
au thor, I w ill rely on your goodness to 
forgive m y objection to opinions in w h ich  
you are so m u ch  interested.
‘ I f  it is so, you are indeed honoured , 
and I tru s t the  pow erfu l “  angel-b righ t 
ta len t ” w ill be d irected to  do m uch  good 
for a rt and  artists. P ray  give m e credit 
for sincerity  in acknow ledg ing  th a t it is 
a rt generally  I feel for, and as far as I 
am  individually m entioned, I  am  pleased 
to find th a t I have com e o ff beautifully.
‘ I  did no t in tend  to w rite  so m uch . 
K indly pardon quan tity  and quality ,
‘ A nd believe m e to rem ain , dear Sir, 
* W ith  th e  greatest respect,
‘ Y ours tru ly  and obliged,
‘ S. P r o u t .
6 J .  J .  Ruskin, Esq.
&c. &c. &c.’
I  m ust guard  myself, how ever, very dis­
tinctly  in giving this le tte r as an exam ple 
o f  the  general feeling abou t the  book 
am ong th e  liv ing painters w h o m  it praised, 
against a ttr ib u tin g  to th e m  any such 
adm iration  o f  m y ‘ an g e l-b rig h t ta len t ’ as 
th a t here  expressed by m y fa ther’s affec­
tionate, and now  intim ate, friend. T h e  
group o f  landscapists, headed by C opley 
F ie ld ing , D avid  C ox, and P . de W in t in 
th e  old W ater C o lou r Society, and by D avid  
R oberts and  C larkson Stanfield in th e  A ca­
dem y (T u rn e r being w holly  exceptional, 
and a w ild  m eteoric phenom enon  in the  
m idst o f  them , lawless alike and scholar-
less) —  this g roup  o f  very characteristically  
E ng lish  landscape painters had been w ell 
g rounded, every one o f  them , m ore or less, 
in  th e  o rthodox  old E nglish  faith  in  D u tch  
pain ting  ; h ad  studied it so as to know  the 
difficulty o f  doing  any th in g  as good in its 
w ay ; and, w h e th e r in  pa in ting  or literature, 
had  studied very little  else. O f  any quali­
ties o r talents ‘ angel b r ig h t,’ past o r presen t, 
except in  the  ra th e r a larm ing  than  dignified 
explosions round  th e  stable lan tern  w h ich  
som etim es take place in a R em b ran d t N a ­
tivity, Vision to th e  Shepherds, or th e  like, 
none o f  th em  h ad  ever felt th e  influence, 
o r a ttem p ted  the  conception  : th e  religious 
Ita lian  schools w ere as little  know n  at th a t 
tim e, to  either artist or connoisseur, as the  
Japanese, and the  h ighest scholarly  c riti­
cism  w ith  w h ich  I had  first com e to  h an d ­
grips in  B lackw ood, reached no h ig h e r 
than  a ske tch ing  am ateu r’s acquaintance 
w ith  th e  m anner o f  Salvator and  C aspar 
Poussin. T ak en  as a body, th e  to tal group  
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o f  M odern  P ain ters w ere, therefore, m ore 
startled than  flattered by m y  schism atic 
p raise; the  m odest ones, such as F ield ing , 
P ro  ut, and  Stanfield, fe lt th a t it w as m ore 
th an  they deserved,— and, m oreover, a little  
beside th e  m ark  and out o f  th e ir  w ay ; the  
conceited ones, such as H a rd in g  and D e 
W in t, w ere angry  a t th e  position given to 
T u rn e r ;  and I am  no t sure th a t any o f  
th em  w ere ready even to  indorse G eorge 
R ic h m o n d ’s consoling assurance to m y 
father, th a t I  should  know  be tte r in 
tim e.
B ut, w ith  all the  kindness o f  heart, and 
appreciation o f  dom estic character, partly  
hum orous, partly  pathetic , w h ich  gave its 
prevailing tone to th e  B ritish  school o f  
th e  day, led by W ilk ie , Leslie, and M u l-  
ready, the  entire fellow ship o f  artists w ith  
w hom  w e w ere acquainted sym pathized 
w ith  the partly  quain t, a ltogether pure, 
strong , and always genial, hom e-life  o f  m y 
fa ther and m o th e r ; nor less w ith  th e ir
anxious devotion to th e ir  son, and the  
hopes they  en tertained  for h im . N o r, I 
suppose, was m y ow n status a t D en m ark  
H ill w ith o u t som eth ing  honourab ly  notable 
to  m en o f  th e  w orld , in th a t, refusing to 
en ter m y fa th e r’s business, I yet stayed 
serenely under his au thority , and, in w h a t 
seem ed to  m e m y ow n p roper line o f  w ork , 
did m y u tm ost to  please h im . A nd w hen 
(I an tic ipa te  now  the  progress o f  the nex t 
four or five years)— w hen on any, to us, 
peculiarly  festive occasion,— th e  re tu rn  from  
a jou rney , publication o f  a new  volum e, 
anniversary o f  a b irthday , or th e  like ,— we 
ven tu red  to ask our artist friends to  rejoice 
w ith  us, m ost o f  th em  cam e, I believe 
w ith  real pleasure. T h e  early  six o’clock 
d inner allow ed th em  usually a pleasant 
glance over the  m eadow  and th e  N orw o o d  
H ills  in th e  evening l ig h t ;  th e  table was 
ju s t sh o rt enough  to  let the  ta lk  flow round  
w ith o u t w andering  in to  eddies, o r lingering  
in to  confidences ; there  w as no guest w hom
the  others did no t h o n o u r ; there  was 
ne ither effort, affectation, nor restrain t in 
the talk . I f  the  painters cared to say any­
th in g  o f  p ictures, they  knew  they  w ou ld  be 
understood  ; i f  they  chose ra th e r to ta lk  o f  
sherry, m y fa ther could, and w ould  w ith  
deligh t, tell th em  m ore about it than  any 
o ther person knew  in e ither E ng land  or 
Spain ; and w hen  the  candles cam e, and 
the  good jests, over th e  nuts and olives, 
there  was ‘ frolic w ine ’ in the  flask at 
every r ig h t hand , such as th a t never P rince 
H a l nor Jack  F alsta ff tasted cup o f  b rig h te r 
or m ightier.
I som ew hat adm ire in myself, at this 
tim e, th o u g h  I  perceive it to have been 
greatly  ow ing  to w an t o f  im agination , the  
sim plicity o f  affection w ith  w h ich  I k ep t 
ho ld  on m y C um berland  m oors, Calais 
sands, and F ren ch  costum es and streets,—  
as contrasted w ith  the  peaks o f  the  Sierra 
N evada, the surges o f  T rafa lgar, and the  
tow ers o f  Seville and G ranada ; o f  all w hich
I con tinually  heard  as th e  m ost beautifu l 
and w onderfu l scenery and arch itectu re o f  
th e  E uropean  w orld  ; and in the  very m idst 
o f  w h ich — in the  h eart o f  A ndalusia, and 
on the  very battle-field  o f  Xeres de la 
F ro n te ra  w h ich  gave the  A rab his dom inion 
in Spain— I m ig h t have been adopted by 
m y fa th e r’s p a rtn e r to reign over h is golden 
vineyards, and w rite  th e  histories o f  the 
first C aliphs o f  A rabia and  th e  C atho lic  
K ings o f  Spain.
I t  chanced, how ever,— or m ischanced,—  
for be tte r or w orse, th a t in  th e  m ean­
tim e I knew  no m ore th e  h istories o f  
e ith er A rabia o r Spain than  R obinson 
C rusoe or his boy X u ry  ; th a t th e  ab ­
so lutely  careful and faithful w o rk  o f 
D avid  R oberts show ed m e th e  incon- 
structive and  m erely luxurious character 
o f  Spanish and A rab build ings ; and th a t 
the  pain ter o f  g reatest pow er, nex t to 
T u rn e r , in th e  E ng lish  school, J . F . Lew is, 
rendered th e  facts o f  existing A ndalusian
life so vividly, as to leave m e no hope o f  
de ligh ting  or d istinguishing m yself in any 
constant relations either w ith  its gaiety or 
its pride.
L ook ing  back to  m y notices o f  these and 
o th e r con tem porary  artists in the  paragraphs 
added to the  first volum e o f  ‘ M odern  
P a in ters ,’ w hen  I corrected  its sheets a t 
Ses tri di L evante, in  1846, I find th e  
display o f  m y new  Italian  inform ation , and 
assertion o f  critical acum en, prevail sorrow ­
fully over the  expressions o f  g ra titude w ith  
w h ich  I o u g h t to have described the  help  
and deligh t they had  given m e. N o w , too 
la te, I can only record w ith  m ore than  
sorrow  th e  passing aw ay from  the  entire 
body o f  m en  occupied in the  arts, o f  the 
tem per in  w h ich  these m en w orked . I t  is 
— I cannot coun t h o w  m any years, since, 
on all ou r walls o f  recklessly am bitious 
display, I have seen one d raw ing  o f  any 
place loved for its ow n sake, or understood 
w ith  unselfish in telligence. W h e th e r  m en
them selves, or th e ir build ings, or th e  scenery 
in w h ich  they  live, the  only object o f  the  
d raugh tsm an , be he  great or sm all, is to 
overpow er th e  pub lic  m ind  w ith  h is g rea t­
ness, or catch  i t  w ith  his smallness. M y  
notions o f  R o m e , says M r. A lm a T adem a ; 
M i n e  o f  V enice, says M iss C lara M o n ta lba  ; 
O u r s  o f  B elgravia an dr B righ ton , say the  
pub lic  and its G raph ics, w ith  unanim ous 
ego tism  ;— and w h a t sensational effects can 
be w ru n g  ou t o f  C h in a  or N e w  Z ealand, 
or th e  miseries and follies o f  m ank ind  
anyw here . E xact know ledge e n o u g h —yes, 
le t us have i t  to  fill our pockets or swell 
ou r pride ; b u t th e  beauty o f  w ild  nature 
o r m odest life, except fo r the sake o f our 
ow n picnics or perquisites, none care to 
know , o r to  save.
A nd it is w ho lly  vain, in  this state o f  
th e  popular m ind, to try  to explain the 
phase o f  a rt in  w h ich  I was b ro u g h t up, 
and o f  w h ich — little  th in k in g  h o w  soon it 
was to pass aw ay— I w rote so ungratefully .
A bsolutely careful and faithful, I said, 
D avid  R oberts was, th o u g h  in his ow n 
restric ted  term s ; fastening on the constant 
aspect o f  any place, and draw ing  th a t in 
grey shade, and so m u ch  o f  w h at m ig h t 
pass for lig h t as enough  show ed m agnitude, 
distance, and grace o f  detail. H e  was like 
a k ind  o f  grey m irro r; he  gave the  g rea t­
ness and richness o f th ings, and such h e ig h t 
and space, and standing o f  w all and rock, 
as one saw to be true ; and w ith  unw earied 
industry , bo th  in  E g y p t and  Spain, b ro u g h t 
hom e records o f  w h ich  th e  value is now  
forgo tten  in th e  perfect detail o f  ph o to ­
g raphy , and sensational realism  o f  th e  effects 
o f  lig h t w h ich  H o lm an  H u n t  first show ed 
to be possible. T h e  m in u te  know ledge 
and acute sensation th ro w  us back into 
ourselves ; h au n tin g  us to the exam ination 
o f  points and  enjoym ent o f  m om ents ; b u t 
one im agined serenely and joyfu lly , from  
the  old draw ings, the  splendour o f  the 
aisles o f  Seville or th e  s treng th  o f  the
tow ers o f  G ranada, and fo rgo t oneself, for 
a tim e.
T h e  w o rk  o f  Jo h n  Lew is was a m irro r 
o f  m en  only— o f  bu ild ing  and scenery as 
backgrounds fo r th e m  ; all alike rendered 
w ith  an intensity  o f  tru th  to  the external 
life, w h ich  n o th in g  has resem bled before 
or since. B u t it was th e  external and 
anim al life only. Lew is saw in m en and 
w om en only the  m ost beautifu l o f  living 
creatures, and painted th em  as he  did dogs 
and  deer, b u t w ith  a percep tion  o f  the ir 
natu re  and race w h ich  laughs to scorn all 
the  generic study o f  th e  scientific schools. 
N e ith e r  A ndalusian nor A rab , T u rk  nor 
Circassian, had  been pa in ted  before his 
tim e, any m ore th an  described before 
B yron’s ; and th e  endeavours at representa- 
' tion  o f  O rien ta l character or costum e w hich  
accom pany th e  travels o f  even the  best- 
educated E nglish  travellers e ith er during  or 
im m ediately  after th e  Pen insu lar w ar, are 
w ith o u t exception the  clum siest, m ost
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vulgar, and m ost ludicrous pieces o f  w ork  
th a t ever disgraced d raughtsm en, savage or 
civil.
N o  a rtis t tha t ever I read o f  was treated 
w ith  such injustice by the  people o f  his 
tim e as Jo h n  Lew is. T h ere  was som eth ing  
u n -E n g lish  about h im , w hich  separated h im  
from  the  good -hum oured  groups o f  esta­
blished fam e w hose m em bers abetted  or 
jested  w ith  each o ther ; feeling th a t every 
one o f  th em  had  som eth ing  to be forgiven, 
and th a t each knew  the  o th e r’s trick  o f  trade 
H is  resolute industry  was in im itab le ; his 
colour— founded e ither on the frankness o f  
southern  sun ligh t, or on its subtle reflec­
tions and diffusions th ro u g h  latticed tracery 
and silken te n t— resem bled no th in g  th a t 
could be com posed in a L ondon studio ; 
w h ile  the  absence o f  bravado, sen tim ent, 
or philosophy in his subjects— the total 
subjection alike o f  th e  m oral and im m oral, 
the  heroic and th e  sensual, to th e  m ere 
facts o f  anim al beauty, and grace o f  decora­
tion, left h im  w ith o u t any pow er o f  appeal 
e ith e r to th e  dom estic sim plicity  o r per­
sonal pride o f  the  ordinary E nglish  m ind. 
In  artistic  pow er and feeling he  had  m uch  
in com m on w ith  P au l V eronese : b u t Paolo 
had  the  existing pom p and the  fad ing  re li­
gion o f  V enice to give his w o rk  h o ld  on 
the  national h eart, and epic un ity  in  its 
design ; w hile  poo r L ew is did bu t render 
m ore vividly, w ith  all his industry , the  toy 
contrabandista or m atador o f  m y m o th e r’s 
chim neypiece.
H e  never dined w ith  us as our o ther 
p a in te r friends did ; b u t his p ictures, as 
long  as he w orked  in Spain, w ere an ex­
trem ely  im p o rtan t e lem ent in b o th  m y 
fa th e r’s life and m ine.
I have no t yet enough  explained the 
real im portance o f  m y fa ther’s house, in 
its com m and  o f  th a t A ndalusian w ine dis­
tric t. M odern  m aps o f  Spain, covered 
w ith  tracks o f  railroad, show  no m ore the  
courses e ith er o f  G uadalqu iver o r G uadiana ;
the  nam es o f railw ay stations overw helm  
those o f  the  old cities ; and  every atlas
differs from  every o th e r in its p lacing
o f  th e  masses o f  the  Sierras,— if  even 
th e  existence o f  the  m ountain  ranges be 
acknow ledged  at all.
B u t i f  th e  reader w ill take ten m inutes 
o f  pains, and ano ther ten o f  tim e, to 
extricate, w ith  even the  rudest sketch , 
th e  facts o f  value from  the chaos o f  th ings 
inscrutably  useless, in any fairly tru stw orthy  
m ap o f  Spain, he  w ill perceive th a t be­
tw een the Sierra M orena on the  n o rth , 
and Sierra N evada on the  sou th , the
G uadalquiver flows for tw o hu n d red  m iles
th ro u g h  a valley fifty m iles w ide, in the 
exact m idst o f  w h ich  sits C ordova, and 
h a lf  w ay betw een C ordova and the sea, 
Seville ; and on the  R oyal H arb o u r, P uerto  
R eal, at th e  sea shore,— C adiz ; ten  m iles 
above w h ich , tow ards Seville, he w ill find 
th e  ‘ Xeres de la F ro n te ra ,’ to w h ich , as 
a golden centre o f  B acchic com m erce, all
th e  vineyards o f  th a t g reat valley o f  
A ndalusia, V andalusia, or, as M r. F o rd  
pu ts it, I believe m ore p robab ly , land  o f  
th e  west, send dow n th e ir  sunbrow ned 
ju ic e ; the  ground  o f  M acharnudo  on M r. 
D o m ecq ’s estate at Xeres itse lf fu rn ish ing  
th e  w hite  w ine o f  strongest body in 
Europe.
T h e  pow er w h ich  M r. D om ecq  had  
acknow ledged in m y fa ther, by m ak ing  
h im  head  partne r in his firm , instead o f  
m erely  his E ng lish  agen t, ruled absolutely 
at Xeres over th e  preparation  o f  the 
w ines ; and, by insisting always on the 
m aintenance o f  th e ir  pu rity  and quality  
at th e  h ighest attainable standard, gave 
the  house a position w h ich  was only in 
p a rt expressed by its standing, until M r. 
D o m ecq ’s death , always a t the head  in 
th e  list o f  im porters. T h a t  list gave only 
the  n u m b er o f  bu tts  o f  w ine im ported  
by each firm , b u t did no t specify the ir 
price ; still less could it specify the relation
o f  price to value. M r. D om ecq’s tw o or 
th ree thousand b u tts  w ere, for th e  m ost
part, old w ine, o f  w h ich  th e  supply had  
been secured fo r h a lf  a cen tu ry  by the  
consistent p rudence o f  p u ttin g  the new  
vintages in a t one end o f  cellars some
quarter o f  a m ile long, and tak in g  the 
old vintages ou t at th e  o ther. I  do not, 
o f  course, m ean th a t such transaction was 
literally observed ; b u t tha t the  vulgar 
im patience to * tu rn  over ’ capital was
absolutely forsw orn, in  the  steady purpose 
o f  p roducing  the  best w ine th a t could be 
given for th e  h ighest price to w h ich  the 
British pub lic  w ould  go. , As a rule,
sherry drinkers are soundly-m inded persons, 
w ho  do no t choose to spend a guinea a 
glass on an y th in g  ; and th e  h ighest norm al 
price for M r. D om ecq’s ‘ double -  cross ’ 
sherry  was e ig h ty  pounds a b u tt ; rising 
to tw o  hu n d red  for the older wines, 
w h ich  w ere only occasionally im ported. 
T h e  h ighest price ever given was six
hundred  ; b u t this was at a loss to the 
house, w h ich  only allow ed w ine to attain  
th e  age w h ich  such a price represented  
in order to  be able to supply, by the 
m ix tu re  o f  it w ith  younger v intage, w h a t­
ever quality  the E ng lish  consum er, in any 
fit o f  fashion, m ig h t desire.
O n  the  w ho le , th e  sales varied little  
from  year to year, v irtually  representing  
th e  quan tity  o f  w ine annually  produced 
by the  estate, and a certain  quan tity  o f  
th e  drier A m ontillado , from  th e  h ill dis­
tricts o f  M ontilla , and som e lig h te r  and 
cheaper sherries,— th o u g h  always p u re ,—  
w h ich  w ere pu rchased  by the  house for 
th e  supply o f  the  w ider L ondon  m arket. 
N o  effort was ever m ade to extend th a t 
m arke t by low ering  quality  ; no com pe­
tition  was possible w ith  the  wines grow n 
by M r. D om ecq , and little  w ith  those 
purchased on his jud g m en t. M y  fa ther 
used to fret, as I have told, i f  the orders 
he  expected w ere not fo rthcom ing , or if
there  seem ed the  slightest risk o f  any 
o ther house contesting his position a t the  
head o f  the list. B ut he  never attem pted , 
o r even perm itted , the  en largem ent o f  the 
firm ’s operations beyond th e  scale at w h ich  
he was sure th a t his p artn e r’s personal 
and equal care, or, a t least, th a t o f  his 
head cellarm an, could be given to the  
execution o f  every order.
M r. D om ecq’s ow n habits o f  life w ere 
luxurious, b u t never extravagant. H e  had  
a house in P aris , chiefly for th e  sake o f 
h is daugh ters’ education and estab lishm ent ; 
th e  profits o f  the  estate, though  no t to be 
nam ed in any com parison w ith  those o f  
m odern m ercantile dynasty, w ere enough 
to secure annual incom e to each o f  his 
five girls large enough to secure the ir 
m arriages in the best F ren ch  circles : 
they  becam e, each in h e r tu rn , baronne or 
comtesse ; the ir fa ther choosing th e ir baron 
or coun t for th em  w ith  as m uch  dis­
cretion as he had  show n in the  choice
o f  his ow n partner ; and all the  m ar­
riages tu rn ed  o u t w ell. Elise, Com tesse 
des Roys, and C aroline, Princess B ethune, 
once o r tw ice cam e w ith  th e ir  husbands 
to stay w ith  us ; partly  to see L ondon, 
partly  to discuss w ith  m y fa ther his 
m anagem ent o f  the E nglish  m a rk e t : and 
th e  way in w h ich  these lords, virtually , 
o f  lands b o th  in F ran ce  and Spain, 
th o u g h  m en o f  sense and h onour ; and 
th e ir  w ives, th o u g h  w om en  o f  gentle and 
am iable disposition, (E lise, indeed, one ot 
th e  k indest I ever have know n,) spoke ot 
th e ir  Spanish labourers and  F ren ch  tenantry , 
w ith  no idea w hatever respecting th em  b u t 
th a t, excep t as producers by th e ir labour 
o f  m oney to be spent in Paris, they w ere 
cum berers o f  th e  ground, gave m e the  
first clue to the real sources o f  w rong  
in the  social laws o f  m odern  E u rope  ; 
and led m e necessarily in to  th e  political 
w o rk  w h ich  has been th e  m ost earnest 
o f  m y life. But these visits and  w arn -
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ings w ere no t till seven or e ig h t years 
after the  tim e at p resen t rendered account 
of, in w h ich , nevertheless, it was already 
beg inn ing  to be, i f  no t a question, at 
least a m arvel w ith  m e, th a t these 
graceful and  gay A ndalusians, w ho played 
guitars, danced boleros, and fo u g h t bulls, 
should virtually get no good o f  the ir 
ow n beautiful coun try  b u t the  bunch  o f  
grapes or stalk  o f  garlic they  frugally  
dined on ; th a t its precious w ine was no t 
for th em , still less the  m oney it was 
sold for ; b u t the  one cam e to crow n 
our V andalic feasts, and th e  o th e r fu r­
nished our D anish  walls w ith  pictures, 
ou r D anish  gardens w ith  m ilk  and honey, 
and five noble houses in Paris w ith  the  
m eans o f  beautifu l dom inance in  its E ly - 
sian fields.
Still m ore seriously, I was now  be­
g inn ing  to contrast th e  luxury  and con­
tinual o p po rtun ity  o f  m y ow n exu lting  
days, w ith  th e  poverty, and captivity , or,
as it seem ed to chance always, fatal 
issue o f  any efforts to escape from  these, 
in w h ich  m y cousins, th e  only creatures 
w h o m  I had  to care for, beyond m y 
hom e, w ere each and all spending, or 
ending, th e ir laborious you th .
I m ust briefly resum e the ir histories, 
th o u g h  m u ch  apart from  m ine ; bu t if  
m y h eart was cold to th em , m y m ind 
was often sad for them .
By grotesque freak o f  F ors, b o th  m y 
aunts m arried  a M r. R ichardson— and each 
le ft six ch ild ren , four boys and  tw o girls.
T h e  P e rth  ch ild ren  w ere M ary  and 
Jessie, Jam es, Jo h n , W illiam , and 
A ndrew  ; the  C roydon children , M arg are t 
and B ridget, Jo h n , W illiam , G eorge, and 
Charles. N o n e  left now  b u t W illiam  o f  
C roydon.
T h e  P e rth  boys w ere all p a rtly  w eak 
in co n stitu tion , and curiously inconsistent 
in e lem en t o f  character, hav ing  m uch 
o f  th e ir m o th e r’s sub tle ty  and sw eet­
ness m ixed w ith  a ra th e r la rger measure 
o f  th e ir fa th e r’s tannin. T h e  eldest, 
Jam es, was un like  the o th e r th ree ,— m ore 
delicate in feature, and m ore tractable in 
tem per. M y  fa ther b ro u g h t h im  up to 
L ondon w hen  he  was one- or tw o-and - 
tw enty , and p u t h im  in to  the co un ting - 
house to see w h a t could be m ade o f  h im  : 
b u t, th o u g h  perfectly  w ell-behaved, he was 
und iligen t and effectless— chiefly solicitous 
abou t his trousers and gloves. I rem em ber 
h im  in his little  room , the sm aller o f  the 
tw o look ing  w est a t top o f  H ern e  H ill 
house, a pleasant, gentle , tall figure o f  a 
you th . H e  fell in to  rapid decline and died.
N o r long  after h im , th e  youngest b ro ther, 
A ndrew , w ho w ith  few er palpable follies, 
had  less real faculty  than  the rest. H e  
learn t farm ing  under a good m aster in 
Scotland, and w en t ou t to A ustralia  to 
prove his science ; b u t after a short 
strugg le  w ith  the  earth  o f  the  o th e r side 
o f  the w orld, rested beneath  it.
T h e  second b ro th er, Jo h n , thus left the  
head o f  th e  fam ily, was a stum pily  m ade, 
snub- or ra th e r knob-nosed , red-faced, 
b righ t-eyed , good-natu red  sim pleton  ; w ith  
the  m ost curiously subtle shrewdnesses, 
and obstinate faculties, excrescent th ro u g h  
his sim plicity . I  believe he  first tried  to 
carry  on his fa th e r’s business ; n o t pros­
perin g  in  th a t, after some pause and  little -  
pleased scru tiny  o f  h im , h e  was established 
by m y fa th e r as a w in e-ag en t in  G lasgow , 
in w h ich  business and tow n  he rem ained, 
in a sham bling , h an d -to -m o u th  m anner, 
som e th ir ty  years, a to rm en t to m y father, 
o f  an ex trem ely  vexatious k ind— all the 
m ore th a t he was som eth ing  o f  a possession 
and vestige o f  his m o th er all the  same. 
H e  was a qu ite  first-rate  chess-player 
and w hist-p layer : in business, he  had  a 
sort o f  chess and w hist instinct for g e tting  
the b e tte r  o f  people, as i f  every dozen 
o f  sherry w ere a hand  o f  cards ; and 
w ould  often, for the  m ere pleasure o f
playing a trick , lose a custom er w ith o u t 
really m ak ing  a penny  by h im . G ood- 
natu red , as I said, w ith  a rude foundation 
o f  honesty  a t the b o tto m  w h ich  m ade 
m y fa ther p u t up w ith  h im , (indeed, so 
far as I can find ou t, no one o f  all m y 
relations was ever dishonest a t h eart, and 
m ost o f  them  have been only too sim ple,) 
he never lied abou t his sherry  or 
adu lterated  it, b u t tried  to g e t little  
advantages in bargains, and  m ake the 
custom er h im se lf to choose the w orst w ine 
a t the  m oney, and so on— try ing  always 
to get the  m ost he could ou t o f  m y 
fa ther in the  same w ay, yet affectionate in 
a dum b-dogg ish  sort, and no t ungratefu l, 
he w en t scam ble-sham bling  on, a p lague 
to the  end, yet th ro u g h  all, a nephew .
W illiam , the th ird  o f  the P e r th  boys, 
had  all J o h n ’s faults o f  disposition, b u t 
g reater pow ers, and, above all, resolution 
and perseverance, w ith  a righ tly  fo resigh ted  
pride, no t satisfied in trivial or m om entary
successes, b u t k n ittin g  itse lf in to  steady 
am bition , w ith  some deep-set notions o f  
d u ty  and  principles o f  conscience fa rth e r 
s tren g th en in g  it. H is  character, how ever, 
developed slow ly, no r ever freed itse lf from  
th e  flaws w h ich  ran like a geological 
cleavage th ro u g h  the  w ho le  b ro th erh o o d  : 
w hile  his sim plicities in  yo u th  w ere even 
m ore m anifest than  theirs, and as a 
schoolboy, he  was certain ly  the  aw kw ardest, 
and  was th o u g h t the  foolishest, o f  the 
four.
H e  becam e, how ever, a laborious and 
sagacious m edical student, cam e up to 
L ondon to w alk  the  hospitals ; and  on 
passing his exam ination for m edical 
p ractitioner, was established by m y fa th e r 
in a sm all shop in the B aysw ater R oad, 
w hen  he  began— w ith o u t purchase o f  any 
fo rm er favour, b u t cam ped there like  a 
gipsy by the  roadside,— general practice, 
chiefly am ong th e  poor, and no t enough  
to live upon  for a year or tw o (w ithou t
supplem ental p o rk  and applesauce from  
D en m ark  H ill) , bu t conscientious and 
earnest, paying largely  in gathered  k n o w ­
ledge and insigh t. I shall often have 
occasion to speak o f  h im  hereafter ; it 
is enough  to say in advance th a t after 
a few  years o f  this discipline he took  
his diplom a o f  M .D . w ith  credit, and 
becam e an excellen t physician— and the 
best chess-player I have ever know n.
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IV \  Y  best readers cannot bu t be alike 
astonished and disappointed tha t I 
have no th ing  set dow n o f  th e  conversation, 
cordial always, and if  G eorge R ichm ond  
w ere there, be tte r than brilliant, w h ich  
flowed at these above described Vandalic 
feasts. B u t it seem ed to m e th a t all the 
sap and bloom  o f  it w ere lost in deliberate 
narrative, and its pow er shorn away if  one 
could no t record also th e  expression o f  
the speaker ; w hile o f  absolutely useful 
and tenable resu lting  sense, there  was, to 
m y unsym pathetic  m ind, little  to be got 
ho ld  of. T u rn e r  resolutely refused to 
speak on the  subject o f  a r t a t all, and 
every one o f  us felt that w e m ust ask 
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h im  no questions in th a t direction ; w hile  
o f  w h at any o th e r pa in ter said, I was 
careless, regarding th em  all as lim ited  to 
the ir ow n fields, and unable to help  m e 
in mine.
I had  tw o d istinct instincts to be satis­
fied, ra th e r than  ends in view, as I w rote 
day by day w ith  h ig h e r-k in d led  feeling 
the  second vo lum e o f  ‘ M odern  Painters.’ 
T h e  first, to explain to myself, and then 
dem onstrate to others, the nature o f  th a t 
quality  o f  beauty w h ich  I now  saw to 
exist th rough  all the  happy  conditions 
o f  living organism  ; and dow n to the 
m inu test detail and finished m aterial s tru c­
ture  naturally  produced. T h e  second, to 
explain and illustrate the pow er o f  tw o 
schools o f  art unknow n  to the  British 
public , th a t o f  A ngelico in F lorence, and 
T in to re t in Venice.
I have no know ledge, and can form  no 
conjecture, o f  the ex ten t to w h ich  the 
book in either direction accom plished its
purpose. I t  is usually read only for its 
p re tty  passages ; its theory  o f  beauty is 
scarcely ever no ticed ,— its praise o f  T in -  
to ret has never obtained  the  purchase o f  
any good exam ple o f  h im  for the N ational 
G allery . B u t I perm it m yself— perhaps 
w ith  vain com placency— th e  th o u g h t tha t 
I have had  considerable share in the 
m ovem ent w h ich  led to th e  useful w ork  
o f  the  A rundel Society in Ita ly , and to 
th e  en largem en t o f  the  N ational collection 
by its now  valuable series o f  fo u rteen th - 
cen tu ry  religious paintings.
T h e  style o f  the book was form ed on 
a new  m odel, given m e by O sborne 
G ordon. I was old enough  now  to feel 
tha t ne ither Johnson ian  balance nor 
B yronic alliteration  w ere u ltim ate  virtues 
in E nglish  p rose; and I had  been reading 
w ith  care, on G o rd o n ’s counsel, b o th  for 
its argum ents and its E nglish , R ichard  
H o o k e r’s ‘ Ecclesiastical P o lity . ’ I had 
always a trick  o f  im ita ting , m ore or less,
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the  last book I had  read w ith  adm iration ; 
and it fa rth e r seem ed to m e th a t for the 
purposes o f  a rgum ent, (and m y ow n them e 
was, according to m y notion, to be argued 
ou t invincibly,) H o o k e r’s E ng lish  was the 
perfectest existing m odel. A t all events, 
I did the best I then knew  how , leaving 
no passage till I had p u t as m uch th o u g h t 
in to  it as it could be m ade to carry, and 
chosen the  words w ith  the  u tm ost p re ­
cision and tune I could give them .
F o r the first tim e in m y life, w hen  I 
had  finished the  last sentence, I was really 
tired. In  too long readings at O xfo rd  I 
go t stupid and sleepy, bu t n o t fatigued : 
now , how ever, I felt d istinctly  th a t m y 
head could do no m ore ; and w ith  m uch  
satisfied thankfulness, after the revise o f  
the last sheet was sent to p rin ter, found 
m yself on the  bows o f  the little  steam er, 
w atch ing  th e ir m agical division o f  the 
green waves betw een D over and Calais.
L ittle  steam ers they  all w ere, then ; nor
in th e  least w ell appoin ted , nor aspiring
to any pride o f  shape o r press o f  speed ; 
th e ir bits o f  sails w orn  and patched  like
those o f  an old fish ing-boat. H ere , for
m odest specim en o f  m y then proper art 
style, I give m y careful d raw ing  o f  the
loose lashed  jib o f  one o f  them , as late 
as 1854.* T h e  im m easurable deligh t to 
m e o f being able to lo iter and sw ing 
abou t ju s t over the  bow sprit and w atch  
the  p lunge o f  the  bow s, i f  there  was the
* In which year we must have started im­
patiently, without our rubrical gooseberry pie, 
for I find the drawing is dated ‘ 10th May, my 
father’s birthday,’ and thus elucidated, ‘ Oppo­
site,’ ( i . e .  011 leaf of diary,) ‘ the jib of steamer 
seen from inside it on the deck. The double 
curve at the base of it is curious ; in reality the 
curves were a good deal broken, the sail being 
warped like a piece of wetted paper. The rings 
by which it holds, being a l t e r n a t e l y  round and 
edge to the eye, are curious. The l i n e s  are of 
course seams, which go to the bottom of the 
sail ; the brown marks, running short the same 
way, are stains.’
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least swell or broken  sea to  lift them , 
w ith  the  hope o f  Calais at breakfast, and 
the  horses’ heads set s tra igh t for M o n t 
B lanc to -m o rro w , is one o f  th e  few 
pleasures I look back to as qu ite  unm ixed. 
In  ge tting  a T u rn e r  draw ing I always 
w anted ano ther ; bu t I d idn ’t w ant to be 
in m ore boats than  one at once.
As I had  done m y second volum e greatly 
to m y fa th e r’s and m o th e r’s deligh t, (they  
used bo th  to cry a little , at least m y father 
generally did, over the p re tty  passages, 
w h en  I read th em  after breakfast,) it had
been agreed th a t they  should  b o th  go
w ith  me th a t sum m er to see all the
things and p ic tu res spoken o f,— Ilaria, and
the C am po Santo, and St. M a ry ’s o f  
the  T h o rn , and the School o f  St. R och.
T h o u g h  tired, I was in excellent health , 
and  proud  hope ; they  also at th e ir best 
and gladdest. A nd w e had  a happy  w alk  
up and dow n the  qu ie t streets o f  Calais 
th a t day, before fou r o’clock dinner.
I have dw elt w ith  insistence in last
chap ter on m y  preference o f  th e  H o te l 
de Ville at Calais to the  A lcazar o f
Seville. N o t th a t I was w ith o u t love 
o f  grandeur in buildings, bu t in th a t k ind , 
R ouen fro n t and Beauvais apse w ere 
literally  th e  only pieces th a t cam e up to 
m y m ark  ; ord inary  m insters and palaces,
how ever they  m ig h t set them selves up for 
sublim e, usually h u rt m e by som e m anner 
o f  d isproportion or pretence ; and m y best 
joys w ere in small pieces o f  provincial 
bu ild ing , full o f  character, and naturally  
graceful and rig h t in th e ir given m anner. 
In  this k ind  the  little  w ooden belfry o f  
E vreux , o f  w h ich  P ro u t’s d raw ing  is p h o ­
tog raphed  at page 42 o f  m y ‘ M em o ir,’ *  
is consum m ate ; b u t the Calais one, th o u g h  
o f  far later and com m oner style, is also 
m atchless, far or near, in th a t rude way, 
and has been a perpetual de ligh t and lesson 
to me. P ro u t has a little  idealized it in
* Printed by the Fine Art Society, 1880.
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the distance o f  the draw ing o f  Calais H a r ­
bour, page 40 in the  same book  ; I never 
tried to draw  it myself, the good o f  it 
being not in any sculpturesque detail, bu t 
in the  com plex placing  o f  its p lain, square- 
cu t props and ties, tak ing  some pretence 
o f  pinnacle on them , and being really as 
structurally  useful, th o u g h  by the ir linked  
circ letting  instead o f  the ir w eight. T h e re  
was never tim e in the  happy  afternoon to 
do this carefully enough, th o u g h  I got 
a co lour-no te  once o f  the  church-sp ire , 
loved in a deeper w ay, (‘ M odern  P ain ters,’ 
Vol. IV ., C hap . I.,) b u t the belfry beat 
me. A fter all, the ch ie f charm  o f  it was 
in being seen from  m y bedroom  at D es­
seins, and p u ttin g  m e to sleep and w aking  
m e w ith  its chim es.
Calais is p roperly  a F lem ish , no t F ren ch  
tow n (o f course the present tow n is all, 
except belfry and chu rch , bu ilt in the 
seventeenth century , no vestige rem ain ing  
o f P lantagenet Calais) ; it has no w ooden
houses, w h ich  m ark  the essential F rench  
civic sty le, b u t only brick  or chalk  ones, 
w ith , orig inally , m ost o f  them , good 
inden ted  F lem ish  stone gables and tiled 
roofs. T ru e  F ren ch  roofs are never tiled, 
bu t slated, and have no inden ted  gables, 
bu t bold  do rm er w indow s rising over the 
front, never, in any p re tty  street groups 
o f  them , w ith o u t very definite expression 
o f  pride. P o o r little  Calais had  indeed 
no th ing  to be proud  of, b u t it had  
a quain t look  o f  con ten tm en t w ith  itself 
on those easy term s ; some d ignity  in its 
strong  ram parts and draw bridge gates ; and, 
be tte r than dignity , real pow er and service 
in the  half-m ile  o f  p ier, reach ing  to the 
low -tide  breakers across its field o f  sand.
Sunset, then , seen from  th e  p ier-head  
across those w hispering  fringes ; belfry chim e 
a t evening and m orn ing  ; and the  new  
life o f  tha t year, 1846, was begun.
A fter our usual rest a t C ham pagnole, 
w e w en t on over the  Cenis to T u rin ,
V erona, and V enice ; w hereat I began 
show ing  m y fa th e r all m y new  dis­
coveries in arch itectu re  and painting.
B ut there began now  to assert itse lf a 
difference betw een  us I had  no t calculated 
on. F o r the  first tim e I verily perceived 
th a t m y fa ther was older th an  I , and not 
im m ediately  no r easily to be pu t ou t o f  
his w ay o f  th in k in g  in anything. W e
had been en tirely  o f  one m ind about the
carved porches o f  A bbeville, and living 
pictures o f  V andyck ; b u t w hen  m y father 
now  found h im se lf required to adm ire also 
flat w alls, striped like the  striped calico 
o f  an A m erican flag, and oval-eyed saints 
like the  figures on a C hinese teacup, he 
g rew  restive. F arth er, all the  fine w riting  
and polite é c l a t  o f  ‘ M odern  Painters ’ had 
never reconciled h im  to m y to tal resig­
nation o f  the  art o f  poetry  ; and beyond 
th is, he  entirely , and w ith  acute sense 
o f  loss to him self, doub ted  and deplored 
m y now  constant hab it o f  m aking  little
patches and  scratches o f  th e  sections and 
fractions o f  th ings in a notebook w h ich  
used to live in m y w aistcoat pocket, instead 
o f  the  fo rm er P ro u tesque  or R obertsian  
outline o f  grand buildings and sublim e 
scenes. A nd I was the  m ore viciously 
stubborn  in tak in g  m y ow n w ay, ju s t 
because everybody was w ith  h im  in these 
opinions ; and I was m ore and m ore p e r­
suaded every day, th a t everybody was 
always w rong .
O ften  in m y o th e r books,— and now , 
once for all, and finally h ere ,— I have 
to pray m y readers to note th a t this 
continually  increasing arrogance was no t 
founded on vanity  in m e, b u t on sorrow . 
T h e re  is a vast difference*— there  is all the 
difference— betw een th e , vanity o f  display­
ing  one’s ow n faculties, and  the g rie f  
th a t o th e r people do n o t use th e ir ow n. 
V anity  w ould  have led m e to continue 
w ritin g  and draw ing  w h at every one 
praised ; and disciplining m y ow n already
practised hand  into finer dexterities. B ut 
I had  no th o u g h t bu t o f  learn ing  m ore, 
and teaching  w hat tru th  I knew ,— assuredly 
then , and ever since, for the s tuden t’s 
sake, n o t m y ow n fam e’s ; how ever 
sensitive I m ay be to the  fam e, also,
afterwards.
M ean tim e, m y fa ther and I did not get
on well in Ita ly  at all, and one o f  the
w orst, w asp-barbed , m ost ting ling  pangs 
o f  m y m em ory  is yet o f  a sunny afternoon 
at Pisa, w hen , just as we w ere driving 
past m y p e t L a Spina chapel, m y father, 
w aking  out o f  a reverie, asked m e sud­
denly, ‘ Jo h n , w hat shall I give the 
coachm an ? ’ W h ereu p o n , I ,  instead o f  
telling  h im  w h at he asked m e, as I 
o u g h t to have done w ith  m uch  com ­
placency at being referred to on the  
m atter, took  upon m e w ith  im patience 
to reprove, and lam en t over, m y fa th e r’s
hardness o f  heart, in th in k in g  at tha t 
q iom en t o f  sublunary  affairs. A nd  the
spectral Spina o f  the  chapel has stayed 
in m y ow n h ea rt ever since.
N o r did th ings com e rig h t th a t year till 
w e got to C ham oun i, w here, having 
seen enough  by this tim e o f  the  upper 
snow, I was con ten t to enjoy m y m o rn ­
ing walks in the valley w ith  papa and 
m am m a ; after w h ich , I had m ore than 
enough  to do am ong the  low er rocks 
and w oods till d inner tim e, and in 
w atch ing  phases o f  sunset afterw ards from  
benea th  the  slopes o f  the  Breven.
T h e  last C ham oun i entry , w ith  its 
sequel, is perhaps w o rth  keeping.
‘ A ug. 23rd .— R ained nearly all d ay ; bu t 
I w alked  to the  source o f  the  A rveron—  
now  a m igh ty  fall dow n th e  rocks o f  the  
M on tanvert ; * note th e  intense scarletty  
pu rp le  o f  the shattered  larch stem s, w et, 
opposed w ith  yellow  from  decom posing 
tu rpen tine  ; th e  alder stem s look ing  m uch
* The rocks over which the Glacier des Bois 
descends, I meant.
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like b irch , covered w ith  the  w h ite  
branchy moss tha t looks like a coral. 
W en t out again in th e  afternoon tow ards 
th e  Cascade des Peleim s ; surprised to  see 
the real rain-clouds assum e on th e  B reven, 
about o n e -th ird  o f  its h e ig h t, the  form  o f 
c irri,— long, continuous, and delicate ; the 
same tendency show ing in th e  clouds all 
along the  valley, some inclin ing  to the 
fish-shape, and others to the  cobw eb-like 
w avy film .’
‘ L ucerne, A ug. 3 is t.— T h e  resu lt o f  the 
above phenom ena was a little lift o f  the 
clouds next m orn ing , w h ich  gave m e some 
o f  the  finest passages abou t M o n t Blanc 
I ever beheld  ; and then , w eather con­
tinually  worse till now . W e have had 
tw o days’ ceaseless rain, this, the th ird , 
hardly in terrup ted , and th e  lake righ t into 
the tow n.
‘ T h e re  w as great joy  in help ing  m y 
m o th er from  the  door o f  the C ygne along 
a quarte r o f  a m ile o f  extem pore p lank
bridge in the  streets, and in w riting  a 
rhym ed le tte r in description o f  the lifted 
lake and sw irling Reuss, to little  Louise 
Ellis (M r. T e lfo rd ’s niece, a t this tim e one 
o f  the happy  presences in W idm ore), o f  
w hich  a line or tw o yet rem ain in m y 
ears, about a m arket boat m oored above 
the  subm erged quay—
c Full of mealy potatoes and marrowfat pease, 
And honey, and butter, and Simmenthal cheese, 
And a poor little calf, not at all at its ease, 
Tied by the neck to a box at its knees.
Don’t you agree with me, dear Louise,
It was unjustifiably cruel in
Them to have brought it in all that squeeze
Over the lake from Fluelen ? ’
A nd so hom e, th a t year by T royes, 
w ith  m y ow n calf’s m ind  also little  at its 
ease, under confused squeeze o f  A lps, 
clouds, and arch itectu re ; yet finding room  
still in the  w aistcoat pocket for notes on 
th e  external tracery o f  St. U rbain , w h ich  
fixed th a t ch u rch  for m e as the h ighest 
v o l .  I I ,  4 7
type o f  G o th ic  construction , and took  m e 
off all Italian  m odels for the  nex t four 
years. T h e  abstraction, how ever, th o u g h  
St. U rbain began it, was no t a ltogether 
th a t Saint’s fault.
T h e  press notices o f  m y second volum e 
had been either cautious or com plim entary, 
— none, to the  best o f  m y m em ory, 
contem ptuous. M y  friends took  m uch 
pleasure in it, and the estim ate form ed o f 
it in the old Scott and Jo h n  M urray  
circle was show n by L o ck h a rt’s asking 
m e tha t w in te r to review  L ord  Lindsay 
in the  ‘ Q uarterly .’ I was shy o f  doing 
this, being well aw are tha t L ord  Lindsay 
knew  m u ch  m ore abou t Italian  painting 
than  I  did ; b u t I  th o u g h t no one else 
likely to do it better, and had  another 
m otive to the  business,— o f an irresistible 
nature.
T h e  little  h ig h  -  foreheaded C harlo tte 
had  by this tim e becom e a Scottish fairy, 
W h ite  Lady, and w itch  o f  the fatallest
sort, looking  as if  she had ju s t  risen out 
o f  the stream  in R h y m er’s G len, and could 
only be seen by favouring glance o f  m oon­
lig h t over th e  Eildons. I  used to see her, 
how ever, som etim es, by the  dim  lam p ligh t 
o f  this w orld, a t L ady D avy’s,— Sir H u m ­
phrey ’s w idow ,— w hose receptions in P ark  
Street gathered  usually, w ith  others, the 
literary  and scientific m en w ho had  once 
know n A bbotsford. B ut I never could 
contrive to com e to any serious speech 
w ith  her ; and a t last, w ith  m y usual 
w isdom  in such m atters, w ent away into 
C um berland  to recom m end m yself to her 
by w riting  a Q uarterly  Review.
I w ent in the early spring to the 
Salutation a t A m bleside, then  yet a 
country  village, and its inn a country  inn. 
B ut there, w h e th e r it was th e  grilled 
salm on for breakfast, or too prolonged 
reflections on th e  Celestial H ierarchies, I 
fell into a state o f  despondency till then 
unknow n to m e, and o f  w h ich  I knew
not the like again till fourteen years 
afterwards. T h e  w hole m orn ing  was 
painfully spent in balancing phrases ; and 
from  m y boat, in th e  afternoons on W inder- 
m ere, it  appeared to m e th a t the w ater was 
leaden, and the hills w ere low. L ockhart, 
on the first reception o f  the  laboured 
M S., asked m e to cu t out all m y best 
bits, (just as K eble had  done before w ith  
m y prize poem ). In  both  cases I sub­
m itted  patiently  to the  loss o f  m y feathers ; 
but was seriously angry  and disgusted 
w hen L ockhart also in tim ated  to m e th a t 
a sentence in w h ich  I had w ith  perfect 
justice condem ned M r. G aily K n ig h t’s 
representation ‘ out o f  his ow n head ’ o f 
San M ichele  at Lucca, could no t— M r. 
G aily  K n igh t being a p r o t e g e  o f  A lbem arle 
Street— appear in the ‘ Q uarterly .’ T his 
first clear insight into the arts o f 
bookselling and review ing m ade m e per­
m anently  distrustful o f  both  trades ; and 
hearing  no w ord, neither, o f  C harlo tte ’s
tak ing  the  smallest interest in th e  celestial 
hierarchies, I re tu rned  to tow n in a tem per 
and state o f  hea lth  in w h ich  m y 
fa ther and m o th er th o u g h t th a t once 
m ore the best place for m e w ould  be 
L eam ington .
I th o u g h t so myself, too ; and w ent 
pen iten tly  again to Jephson , w ho at once 
stopped th e  grilled  salm on, and ordered 
salts and prom enade, as before.
I t  chanced th a t at this tim e there was 
staying at L eam ington , also under Jep h so n ’s 
care, the son o f  an old friend, perhaps 
flame, o f  m y fa ther’s, M rs. F arquharson ,— a 
you th  now  o f  some tw o o r th ree-and- 
tw enty , bu t w ho seem ed to m e older 
than  myself, being already a m an o f some 
position and influence in P erthsh ire . A  
few years before he  had  com e in to  pos­
session, under trustees, o f  a large H ig h lan d  
estate, on the condition th a t he should 
change his nam e for th a t o f  M acdonald, 
(properly reduplicate, —  M acdonald  M ac-
donald,) considerable sums being reserved 
in the trustees’ hands by the term s o f  the 
w ill, for the purchase o f  m ore land. A t 
th a t tim e his properties w ere St. M artin ’s
near P erth , w here his m o ther lived ; Rossie 
Castle, above M ontrose ; ano ther castle, 
w ith  m uch  rock and m oor round it,
nam e forgotten , ju s t south o f  Schehal- 
lien ; and a shooting-lodge, C rossm ount, 
at the  foot o f  Schehallien, betw een Lochs 
R annoch  and T u m m el. T h e  young M ac­
donald had  com e to see us once or
tw ice w ith  his m other, a t D enm ark  H ill, 
and, partly  I suppose a t his m o th er’s in ­
stigation, partly , the  stars k n o w  how , took 
a true  lik ing  to m e ; w hich  I could no t 
b u t answ er w ith  surprised thankfulness. 
H e  was a th in , dark  H igh lander, w ith  
som e expression o f  g loom  on his features
w hen at rest, b u t w ith  quite the sw eetest 
smile for his friends th a t I have ever seen,
except in one friend o f  la ter years, o f
w hom  in his place.
H e  was zealous in th e  Scottish E van­
gelical F a ith , and w ho lly  true  and up righ t 
in it, so far as any m an can be true  in 
any faith , w ho is bound by th e  laws, 
m odes, and landed estates o f  this civilized 
w orld.
T h e  th o u g h tfu l reader m ust have noted 
w ith  some displeasure th a t I have scarcely, 
w h e th e r a t college or a t hom e, used the 
w ord  ‘ friendship  ’ w ith  respect to  any o f  
m y com panions. T h e  fact is, I am  a little  
puzzled by the specialty and  singularity  o f 
poetical and classic friendship . I get, dis­
tinctively, a ttached  to places, to pictures, 
to  dogs, cats, and girls : b u t I have had, 
H eaven  be thanked , m any and true friends, 
young and old, w ho have been o f  b o und­
less help  and good to m e,— nor I quite 
helpless to th em  ; yet for none o f  w hom  
have I ever obeyed G eorge H e rb e rt’s m an­
date, “  T h y  friend p u t in th y  bosom  ; w ear 
his eyes, still in th y  heart, th a t he m ay 
gee w h a t’s there ; if  cause require , thou  art
his sacrifice,” etc. W ith o u t th ink ing  m yself 
particularly  w icked, I found no th ing  in m y 
h eart tha t seemed to m e w orth  anybody’s 
seeing ; nor had  I any curiosity for in ­
sigh t into those o f  o thers ; nor had I any 
notion  o f  being  a sacrifice for them , or 
the least w ish tha t they  should exercise 
for m y good any bu t the ir m ost pleasurable 
accom plishm ents, —  D aw trey  D rew itt, for 
instance, being farther endeared because he 
could stand on his head, and catch vipers 
by the  tail ; G ershom  C ollingw ood because 
he could sing F rench  songs about the 
E arth ly  Paradise ; and Alic W edderburn , 
because he could sw im  into tarns and fetch 
o u t w ater-lilies for m e, like a w ater-spaniel. 
A nd I never expected th a t they should 
care m uch  for m e ,  bu t only th a t they 
should read m y books ; and look ing  back, 
I  believe they  liked  and like m e, nearly 
as w ell as if  I h ad n ’t w ritten  any.
F irs t then , o f  this Love’s M einie o f  m y 
ow n age, or under it, W illiam  M acdonald
took  to  m e ; and got m e to prom ise, th a t 
au tum n, to com e to h im  a t C rossm ount, 
w here it was his evangelical duty to do 
some shooting  in due season.
I w en t in to  Scotland by D u n b ar ; saw 
again L och  Leven, G len F arg , Rose T e r ­
race, and the  In ch  o f  P e rth  ; and w ent on, 
pensive enough, by K illiecrankie, to the 
clum p o f  pines w h ich  sheltered m y 
friend’s lodge from  the  fou r w inds o f  
the  w ilderness.
A fter once w alk ing  up Schehallien w ith  
h im  and h is keepers, w ith  such en terta in ­
m en t as I could find in the  m ew ing and 
shriek ing  o f  some seventy or eighty  grey 
hares, w ho  w ere b ro u g h t dow n in bags 
and given to the  poorer tenan try  ; and 
fo rm ing  final opinion th a t the  poorer 
tenantry  m ig h t better have been perm itted  
to find th e  stock o f  the ir hare-soup for 
them selves, I forsw ore fu rth e r  fashionable 
am usem ent, and set m yself, w hen  the 
days w ere fine, to the  laborious eradica­
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tion o f  a crop o f  thistles, w h ich  had been 
too successfully grow n by no rth ern  ag ri­
culture in one o f  the  best bits o f  unboggy
ground by the T u m m el.
I have carelessly om itted  no ticing  till 
now , th a t the  am bitions in practical 
gardening, o f  w h ich  th e  germ s, as afore­
said, had been b ligh ted  at H erne  H ill, 
nevertheless still prevailed over the  con­
tem plative philosophy in m e so far as to 
rekindle th e  original instinct o f  lik ing  to 
dig a ho le , w henever I got leave. Som e­
tim es, in the k itchen  garden o f  D enm ark  
H ill, the  hole becam e a useful fu rrow  ; bu t 
w hen  once the  potatoes and beans w ere 
set, I got no outlet no r in let for m y 
excavatory fancy or skill du ring  the  rest o f  
the year. T h e  th istle-field  at C rossm ount
was an inheritance o f  am ethystine treasure 
to m e ; and the w ork ing  hours in i t  are 
am ong the few  in m y life w h ich  I rem em ber 
w ith  en tire serenity— as being certain  I 
çould have spent them  no better. F o r I
had  wise— th o u g h  I say it— though ts  in 
them , too m any to  set dow n here (they  
are scattered afterwards up and dow n in 
‘ Fors ’ and ‘ M u n era  Pulveris ’), and w ho le­
some sleep after them , in spite o f  the 
owls, w ho w ere m any, in the  clum ps o f  
p ine by T u m m el shore.
M ostly  a qu ie t stream  there, th ro u g h  
the bogs, w ith  only a b it o f  step or tum ble 
a foot or tw o h ig h  on occasion ; above 
w h ich  I was able practically to  ascertain 
for m yself th e  exact pow er o f  level w ater 
in a cu rren t a t the  top o f  a fall. I need 
no t say th a t on th e  C um berland  and Swiss 
lakes, and w ith in  and w ithou t the L ido, I 
had  learned by this tim e how  to m anage 
a boat— an extrem ely different th ing , be it 
observed, from  steering one in a race ; and 
the  little tw o-foo t steps o f  T u m m e l w ere, 
for scientific purposes, as good as falls 
tw enty  or tw o h und red  feet h ig h . I found 
tha t I could p u t the stern o f  m y boat full 
six inches into the  air over the top o f  one
o f these little  falls, and ho ld  it there , w ith  
very short sculls, against the l e v e l *  stream , 
w ith  perfect ease for any tim e I liked ; and 
any child  o f  ten years old m ay do the 
same. T h e  nonsense w ritten  about the 
te rro r o f  feeling stream s quicken as they 
approach  a m ill w eir is in a h ig h  degree 
dangerous, in m aking  giddy w ater parties 
lose the ir presence o f  m ind  if  any such 
chance take th em  unawares. A nd (to get 
this needful b it o f  brag, and others con­
nected w ith  it, ou t o f  the way at once), I 
have to say th a t h a lf  m y pow er o f  ascer­
ta in ing  facts o f  any k ind  connected w ith  
the  arts, is in m y stern  hab it o f doing 
th e  th in g  w ith  m y ow n hands till I 
know  its d ifficulty ; and th o u g h  I have 
no tim e nor w ish to acquire show y skill in 
anyth ing , I m ake m yself clear as to w hat 
th e  skill m eans, and is. T hus, w hen  I 
had  to direct road-m ak ing  a t O xford , I 
* Distinguish carefully between this and a 
sloping rapid.
sate, myself, w ith  an iron-m asked  stone- 
breaker, on his heap, to b reak  stones 
beside the  L ondon road, ju s t under Iffley 
H ill, till I knew  how  to advise m y too 
im petuous pupils to effect the ir purposes 
in tha t m atter, instead o f  b reak ing  the 
heads o f  the ir ham m ers off, (a serious item  
in ou r daily expenses). I learned from  an 
Irish  street crossing-sw eeper w h a t he could 
teach m e o f  sw eeping ; b u t found m yself 
in th a t m a tte r nearly  his m a tch , from  m y 
boy-garden ing  ; and again and again I 
sw ept bits o f  St. G iles’ foot-pavem ents, 
show ing m y corps o f  subordinates how  to 
finish into depths o f  g u tte r. I w orked 
w ith  a carpen ter until I could take an 
even shaving six feet long  off a board ; 
and painted enough  w ith  properly  and 
delightfu lly  soppy green pain t to feel the 
m aster’s superiority  in th e  use o f  a b lu n t 
brush. B ut am ong  all these and o ther 
such studentships, th e  reader w ill be sur­
prised, I th ink , to  hear, seriously, th a t
the  in strum en t I finally decided to be 
the m ost difficult o f  m anagem ent was 
the trow el. F o r accum ulated  m onths o f
m y boy’s life I w atched  brick lay ing  and 
paving ; * bu t w hen I took the  trow el 
in to  m y ow n hand, abandoned at once 
all hope o f  a tta in ing  the least real skill 
w ith  it, unless I gave up all thoughts 
o f  any fu tu re literary  or political career. 
B u t the  qu ite  happiest b it o f  m anual 
w ork  I ever did was for m y m other
in the  old inn at Sixt, w here she
alleged the  stone staircase to  have be­
com e unpleasantly dirty , since last year. 
N obody  in the  inn appearing to th in k
* Of our paviour friends, Mr. and Mrs. 
Duprez (we  always spelt and pronounced
Depree), of Langley, near Slough, and Gray’s 
Inn (pronounced Grazen) Lane, in London (see 
the seventh number of ‘ Dilecta’). The laying 
of the proper quantity of sand under the pave­
ment stones being a piece of trowel-handling 
as subtle as spreading the mortar under a brick.
it possible to w ash it, I b ro u g h t the 
necessary buckets o f  w ater from  the 
yard m yself, poured  them  in to  beautiful 
im age o f  Versailles w aterw orks dow n the 
fifteen or tw enty  steps o f  the  g reat stair­
case, and w ith  the strongest broom  I 
could  find, cleaned every step into its 
corners. I t  was qu ite  lovely w ork  to  
dash the  w ater and drive the  m ud , from  
each, w ith  accum ulating  splash dow n to 
the  nex t one.
I m ust re tu rn  for a m o m en t to the 
clum ps o f  p ine at C rossm ount, and the ir 
com pany o f  owls, because— w hatever wise 
people m ay say o f  th em — I at least m yself 
have found the ow l’s cry always p rophetic  
o f  m isch ief to  m e ; and th o u g h  I got 
w iser, as aforesaid, in m y field o f  thistles, 
yet the  Scottish A thena p u t on against 
m e a t th a t tim e h e r  closed visor (not tha t 
G reek  helm ets ever have a visor, bu t 
w hen  A thena  hides h e r face, she throw s 
her casque forw ard and dow n, and only looks
th ro u g h  the oval apertures o f it). H e r  
adversity to m e at this tim e was show n by 
m y loss o f  M iss L ock h art, w h o m  I saw 
for the  last tim e a t one o f  L ady D avy’s 
dinners, w here M r. H o p e-S co tt took the  
foot o f  the table. L ady D avy had  given 
m e M iss L ockhart to take dow n, bu t I 
found she didn’t care for a w ord  I said ; 
and M r. G ladstone was on the o th e r side 
o f  her— and th e  precious m om ents w ere 
all th row n  aw ay in quarrelling  across her, 
w ith  h im , about N eapolitan  prisons. H e  
cou ldn’t see, as I did, tha t the real 
prisoners w ere the  people outside.
M ean tim e, restrain ing  the ideals and 
assuaging the disappointm ents o f  m y 
o u te r-w orld  life, the  h o m e-w o rk  w en t 
on w ith  en tirely  useful steadiness. T h e  
adm iration  o f  tree-branches tau g h t m e a t 
Fon taineb leau , led m e now  in to  careful 
discernm ent o f  th e ir species ; and w hile 
m y father, as was his custom , read to 
m y m o th er and m e for h a lf-an -h o u r after
breakfast, I always had  a fresh-gathered  
o u te r spray o f  a tree before m e, o f  w hich  
the  m ode o f  g ro w th , w ith  a single leaf 
fu ll size, had  to be done at tha t sitting 
in fine pen outline, filled w ith  the sim ple 
co lour o f  the  le a f at one w ash. O n  fine 
days, w hen  the  grass was dry, I used to 
lie dow n on it and draw  the  blades as 
they  grew , w ith  the g round  herbage o f  
b u tte rcu p  o r haw kw eed  m ixed am ong 
them , u n til every square foot o f  m eadow , 
or mossy bank , becam e an infinite p ic tu re 
and possession to m e, and the grace and 
ad justm ent to each o th e r o f  g row ing  
leaves, a subject o f  m ore curious interest 
to m e than  th e  com position o f  any 
p a in ter’s m aster-p iece . T h e  love o f  com ­
p lex ity  and quan tity  before noticed as 
influencing m y preference o f  flam boyant 
to p u re r arch itec tu re , was here  satis­
fied, w ith o u t qualify ing  sense o f  wasted 
labour, by w h a t I felt to be the  constant 
w ork ing  o f  O m n ip o ten t kindness in the 
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fabric o f  the food-g iv ing  tissues o f  the 
ea rth  ; nor less, m orn ing  afte r m orning , 
did I rejoice in the  traceries and the 
painted glass o f  the sky a t sunrise.
T h is  physical study had, I find, since 
1842, w hen it began, advanced in skill 
un til now  in 1847, a t L eam ing ton , it had  
proceeded into botanical detail ; and the 
collection o f  m aterial for ‘ P roserp ina ’ 
began then , singularly , w ith  the analysis 
o f  a th is tle -to p , as the  foundation o f  all 
m y political econom y was dug  dow n to, 
th ro u g h  the  thistle-field  o f  C rossm ount.
‘ Analysis ’ o f th istle -top , I say ; no t 
‘ dissection,’ nor m icroscopic poring  into.
F low ers, like every th ing  else th a t is 
lovely in the visible w orld, are only to 
be seen rig h tly  w ith  the  eyes w h ich  
the  G od w ho m ade th em  gave us ; and 
neither w ith  m icroscopes nor spectacles. 
T h ese  have th e ir uses for th e  curious and 
th e  aged ; as stilts and crutches have for 
people w ho w an t to w alk  in m ud , or
cannot safely w alk  b u t on th ree legs 
anyw here. B ut in h ea lth  o f m ind and
body, m en should see w ith  the ir ow n 
eyes, hear and speak w ithou t trum pets, 
w alk  on th e ir feet, no t on wheels, and 
w ork  and w ar w ith  th e ir arm s, no t w ith  
engine-beam s, nor rifles w arran ted  to kill
tw enty  m en at a sho t before you can 
see them . T h e  use o f  th e  great m e­
chanical pow ers m ay indeed som etim es be 
com patible w ith  the due exercise o f  our 
ow n ; b u t th e  use o f  instrum ents for 
exaggerating  the  pow ers o f  sight neces­
sarily deprives us o f  the best pleasures 
o f  sight. A flow er is to be w atched  
as it grow s, in its association w ith  the
earth , the  air, and the  dew  ; its leaves 
are to be seen as they  expand in sun­
shine ; its co lours, as they em bro ider the  
field, o r illum ine the  forest. D issect o r 
m agnify  th em , and all you discover or 
learn at last w ill be th a t oaks, roses, 
and daisies, are all m ade o f  fibres and
bubbles ; and these again, o f  charcoal and 
w ater ; b u t, for all th e ir peeping  and 
p rob ing , nobody know s how .
A nd far m ore difficult w o rk  than  this 
was on foot in o ther directions. T o o  
sorrow fully  it had  now  becom e p la in  to 
m e tha t n e ith e r G eorge H e rb e rt, nor 
R ichard  H o o k er, nor H en ry  M elv ill, nor 
T hom as D ale, nor the  D ean  o f  C h ris t 
C h u rch , nor th e  Bishop o f  O xford , could 
in  anywise explain to m e w h a t T u rn e r  
m eant by the  contest o f  A pollo w ith  
th e  P y th o n , or by the  repose o f  the 
g reat dragon above the  G arden  o f  the 
H esperides.
F o r such nearer P y th o n  as m ig h t 
w reathe itse lf against m y ow n now  g a th er­
ing  stren g th ,— for such serpent o f  E tern ity  
as m ig h t reveal its aw e to m e am idst 
the  sands even o f  Forest H ill or A ddington 
H e a th , I was yet w holly  unprepared.
A ll th a t I had  been ta u g h t had to be 
questioned ; all tha t I had  trusted, proved.
I cannot en ter yet in to  any account o f  
this tria l ; b u t the  follow ing fragm ent 
o f  1847 diary w ill in fo rm  the  reader 
enough o f  th e  courses o f  th o u g h t w hich  
I was being led in to  beside the  lilies o f  
A von, and under the  m ounds, th a t w ere 
once the walls, o f  K en ilw orth .
‘ I t  was cold and dark  and gusty and 
rain ing  by fits, a t tw o  o ’clock to-day , and 
un til four ; b u t I w en t ou t, determ ined  
to have m y w alk , g e t w et or no.
‘ I took  the road to  th e  village w here 
I had  been th e  first day w ith  M acdonald , 
and about a m ile and a h a lf  ou t, I was 
driven by the  rain in to  a little  co ttage, 
rem arkable outside for tw o o f  th e  m ost 
noble groups o f  ho llyhocks I ever saw—  
one rose-colour passing in to  pu rp le , and 
th e  o ther rich  pu rp le  and opposed by a 
beautifu l su lphur yellow  one. I t  was 
about a quarte r to five, and they  (the  
w om an and her m o th er) w ere tak ing  
the ir tea (p retty  s trong , and w ith o u t m ilk)
and w h ite  bread. R ound  the  room  w ere 
h u n g  several prints o f  the  C rucifixion, and 
some O ld  T es tam en t subjects, and tw o 
bits o f  to lerab le m in ia tu re  ; one in w hat 
I th o u g h t a t first was an uniform , bu t 
it was the foo tm an’s dress o f  the  w om an’s 
second son, w ho is w ith  a m aster in
L eam ington  ; the  o th e r a p o rtra it o f  a 
m ore d isting u é-lo o k in g  personage, w ho , I 
found on inquiry , was the eldest son, cook
in the  Bush inn  a t Carlisle. In q u irin g
abou t the c lergym an o f  the village, the 
w om an— w hose nam e, I found, was Sabina—  
said they had  lost th e ir best earth ly  friend, 
the late clergym an, a M r. W aller, I th ink , 
w ho  had  been w ith  them  upw ards o f  
eleven years, and had  got them  into tha t 
cottage ; he r husband  having  been in his 
service, and he fretted  him self, she said, 
too m uch , abou t ge tting  th em  in to  it, and 
never lived to see th em  in it after all, 
dying o f  decline in L ondon. She spoke 
o f  h im  w ith  tears in her eyes. I looked
at the  books ly ing on the table, w ell used 
all o f  them , and found  th ree  Bibles, th ree 
P rayer Books, a treatise on practical C h ris­
tianity , ano ther on seriousness in relig ion, 
and B axter’s “  Saint’s R es t.” I asked h e r if  
they  read no books b u t religious ones. 
“ N o , s ir ; I should  be very sorry i f  there  
w ere any o thers in m y house,” said she. 
As I took  up  th e  largest Bible, she said 
“  it was a nice p rin t, b u t sadly ta ttered  ; 
she w ished she could  get i t  bound .” T h is  
I prom ised to get done for h e r, and left 
h e r m uch  pleased.
£ I t  had  rained h ard  w hile  I stayed in  the  
co ttage, bu t had  ceased w hen  I w en t on, 
and presently  appeared such a b rig h t bar 
o f  streaky sky in the  w est, seen over the 
g litte ring  hedges, as m ade m y h eart leap 
again, it p u t so m u ch  o f  old feelings into 
m e o f far-aw ay hills and fountains o f  
m orn ing  lig h t ; and th e  sun cam e ou t 
presen tly , and every shake o f  the  trees 
shook dow n m ore lig h t upon the  grass.
A nd so I cam e to the  village and stood 
leaning on the churchyard  gate, looking 
a t th e  sheep n ibb ling  and resting am ong 
the  graves (new ly w atered  they  lay, and 
fresh, like a field o f  precious seed). O ne 
narrow  stream  o f  lig h t ran in ups and 
dow ns across th em , bu t the shadow  o f  
the ch u rch  fell over m ost— th e  p re tty  
little  grey ch u rch , now  one dark  mass 
against the  intense golden g littering  sky ; 
and to m ake it sw eeter still, the  ch u rch ­
yard itse lf rose steeply, so th a t its ow n 
grand  line cam e against this sam e lig h t 
a t last.’
l ’ h o t e l  d u  m o n t  b l a n c .
H E  little  inn  a t Sam oens, w here  I
w ashed the  stairs dow n for m y
m o th er, was ju s t beh ind  the  group  o f
houses o f  w h ich  I gave a carefully 
coloured sketch to M rs. Jo h n  Sim on, 
w ho , in m y m o th e r’s old age, was h e r 
m ost deeply  trusted  friend. She, w ith  h e r 
husband, love Savoy even m ore than I  ;
w ere k inder to Jo seph  C o u tte t to th e  last, 
and are so still to his d au g h te r Ju d ith .
T h e  Sam oens inn was, how ever, a too 
unfavourable type o f  the th ings w h ich — in 
m y  good old tim es— one had  som etim es to 
p u t up w ith , and ra th e r liked hav ing  to 
p u t up w ith , in Savoy. T h e  central
exam ple o f  th e  sort o f  house one w ent 
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there  to live in, was the  H o te l du  M o n t 
B lanc at St. M artin ’s ; to  m e, certainly, o f  
all m y inn  hom es, the  m ost eventful, 
pathetic , and sacred. H o w  to begin 
speaking o f  it, I do no t k n o w ; still less 
how  to  end ; b u t here are three entries, 
consecutive, in m y diary o f  1849, w hich  
m ay lead m e a little  011 m y way.
‘ St. M artin ’s, evening, Ju ly  n t h .  W h a t 
a strange contrast there  is betw een these 
low er valleys, w ith  the ir over-w ro u g h t 
richness m ixed  w ith  signs o f  waste and 
disease, th e ir w ild  noon-w inds shaking 
the ir leaves into palsy, and the  dark 
storm s folding them selves about th e ir steep 
m ural precipices,—  betw een these and the 
pastoral green, pure aiguilles, and fleecy 
rain-clouds o f  C ham oun i ; yet n o th ing  
could  be m ore divine than (to-day) the 
g reat valley o f  level cornfield ; half, sm ooth 
d o se  to the  g round, yet yellow  and w arm  
w ith  stubble ; half, laden w ith  sheaves ; 
the vines in massy green above, w ith
Ind ian  corn, and the  rich  b row n  and w h ite  
cottages (in m idst o f  th em ).
Ju ly  13th . I w alked w ith  m y  fa ther 
last n ig h t up to the  v ine-covered  cottages 
under the  A iguille  de Varens.
Ju ly  15 th , Samoens. W e  had  a stony 
road to  traverse in chars from  St. M a rtin ’s 
yesterday, and a h o t w alk  this m o rn in g  
over th e  ground betw een this (Samoens) 
and Sixt. As I passed th ro u g h  th e  co rn ­
fields, I  found they  gave m e a pleasant 
feeling by rem inding  m e o f  L eam in g to n .’ 
‘ W e ’ in this en try  m eans only m y 
father and m o th er and I ; poor M ary  was 
w ith  us no m ore. She had  go t m arried , as 
girls always w ill,— th e  foolish creatures !—  
how ever happy  they  m ig h t be a t hom e, 
or abroad , w ith  th e ir  ow n people.
M ary  heartily  loved h e r au n t and uncle, 
by this tim e, and was sorry to leave th em  : 
yet she m ust needs m arry  h e r b ro th e r- in -  
law , a good, q u ie t L ondon  solicitor, and 
was now  deep in household  cares in a
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dull Street, P im lico  w ay, w hen  she m ig h t 
have been gaily help ing  m e to sweep the 
stairs at Samoens, and ga ther bluets * in 
those L eam ing ton -like  cornfields.
T h e  sentence about ‘ noon-w ind  ’ refers 
to a character o f  the  g reat valleys on the 
no rth  o f  the  m ain A lpine chain , w h ich  
curiously separates th em  from  those o f  the 
Italian  side. T hese great n o rthern  valleys 
are, in  the  m ain four,— those o f  th e  R hine 
(the  G risons), o f  the  Reuss (C anton  U ri) , 
o f  th e  R hone (C anton Valais), and the 
A rve (F aucigny),— all o f  them  in ordi­
narily  fine sum m er w eather oppressed by 
qu ie t h ea t in  the early part o f  the  day, 
then  burst in upon  by w ild  w ind  b low ing 
up the  valley about noon, or la te r ; a d iurnal 
sto rm  w h ich  raises the  dust in w hirlw inds, 
and w holly  prevents the  g row th  o f  trees in 
any beautiful form s, th e ir  branches being
* The blue centaury-like five gentians in a level 
cluster. Among the corn, it teaches, like the 
poppy, that everything isn’t meant to be eaten.
daily to rm en ted  into every irreg u la r and  
fretfu l curve they  can be strained to , and 
th e ir leaves w ru n g  round  on the  stalks, so 
th a t h a lf  the ir vitality is to rn  ou t o f  them .
Strangely, and, so far as I know , w ith o u t 
notice by scientific m en o f th e  difference, 
th e  Ita lian  valleys are, in the greater num ber 
o f  them , redeem ed from  this calam itous 
law . I  have no t lately  been in either Val 
d ’Aosta, o r the  V altelline, no r ever stayed 
in the  upper valley o f  the  A dige ; b u t 
ne ither in  the  V al Anzasca, the  Val F o r-  
m azza, the  Val d ’Isella, o r the sou thern  St. 
G o thard , is the re  any trace o f the  action 
o f m alignan t w ind  like this n o rth ern  
one, w h ich  I suppose to be, in th e  essence 
o f  it, th e  sum m er fo rm  o f  th e  bise. I t  
arises, too fatally, punctual to th e  noon, 
in the  b righ test days o f  sp ring  all over 
w estern Savoy.
Be th a t as it m ay, in the  fields ne igh­
bouring  th e  tw o  villages w h ich  m a rk  the  
eastern and w estern  ex trem ities o f  thç
chain o f  M o n t B lanc,—-Sallenches, nam ely, 
and M artigny , w here I have passed m any 
o f the  m o st' serviceable days o f  m y life,—  
this noon w ind, associated w ith  inundation , 
is one o f  the  c h ie f  agents in  producing  
th e  character o f  th e  w ho le  scene, and in 
fo rm ing  the tem pers o f  the inhabitants. 
V ery early m y m ind  becam e fixed on this 
the ir physical distress, issuing finally not 
in  the  d istortion  o f  g row ing  trees only, 
b u t in abortion o f  hum an  form  and m ind, 
w hile yet the  roots o f  beauty  and virtue 
rem ained always o f  the  sam e s treng th  in 
the  race ; so th a t, how ever decim ated by 
cretin ism , the  Savoyard and Valaisan re­
tain to this day th e ir vigorous personal 
character, w herever th e  conditions o f  
ordinary  hea lth  are observed for them .
So earnestly was m y h eart set on dis­
covering and con tend ing  w ith  the  neglect 
and erro r w h ich  w ere the causes o f  so 
g reat evil to  so noble a people, th a t— I 
rnust here anticipate the  progress o f  m any
years— I was in treaty  again and again for 
pieces o f  land near th e  chain o f  M o n t Blanc 
on w h ich  I th o u g h t to establish m y life, 
and round  w h ich  to  d irect its best energies. 
I  first actually  b o u g h t the  piece o f 
m eadow  in C ham oun i above th e  chalets o f  
B1 altiere ; b u t sold it on perceiv ing  w h a t 
ru in  was inevitable in the  valley after it 
becam e a tou ris t rendezvous. N ex t, I 
entered in to  treaty  w ith  the  C om m une o f  
B onneville for the  purchase o f  the  w hole 
top  o f  the  B rezon ; b u t this nego tiation  
cam e to n o th ing , because the  C om m une, 
unable to see w hy  anybody should  w an t 
to buy  a waste o f  barren  rock , w ith  
pasturage only for a few  goats in the 
sum m er, concluded th a t I had  found  a 
gold m ine or a coal-bed  in it, and raised 
th e ir price on m e till I left the  Brezon 
on the ir hands : (O sborne G ordon  having 
also w alked up w ith  m e to m y proposed 
herm itage , and, w ith  his usual sagacity, 
calculated th e  daily expense o f  g e ttin g
any th ing  to eat, up  those 4 ,000  feet from  
th e  plain).
N ex t, I  was tem pted  by a grand,
fou rteen th  century , square-set castle, w ith  
walls six feet th ick , and four round 
tow ers, cone-roofed, at the  angles, on 
th e  w est bank  o f  the A rve, below  La 
R oche : b u t this baronial residence having 
been for m any years used by the  farm er 
to w h o m  it belonged for his fru it store, 
and the  th ree floors o f  it only accessible 
by ladders th ro u g h  trap  doors in them , and 
soaked th ro u g h  w ith  the ju ice  o f  ro tten  
apples and p lum s ;— so tha t the  m ost 
feasible w ay o f  m aking  the  place habitab le
w ould  have been to set fire to th e  w hole,
and refit the old m asonry w ith  an inner
lodging o f  new  w ood,— (w hich m ig h t as 
w ell have been built inside a m ountain  
cave at once as w ith in  those six-feet th ick  
o f  cem ented rock ,)— I abandoned also the 
idea o f  this gloom y m agnificence, and 
rem ained fancy-free till 1870, w hen I
again was about to en ter in to  treaty  for 
a farm  tw o thousand feet above M artigny , 
on the ridge separating the  F orclaz 
from  the  glen o f  th e  T rie n t, and 
com m anding  view o f  the  w hole valley 
o f the  R hone, w estw ard to Sierre, and 
no rthw ard  to Bex. D esign  ended by m y 
illness at M atlo ck , and follow ing sorrow  ; 
o f  w h ich  in th e ir due tim e.
U p  to the  year w ith  w h ich  I am  now  
concerned, how ever, 1849, w hen  I was ju s t 
th irty , no plans o f  this sort had daw ned on 
m e : bu t the journey ing  o f  the year, m ostly 
alone, by the A llée B lanche and Col de 
F e rre t round  M o n t B lanc and then  to 
Z erm att, for the  w o rk  chiefly necessary 
to the fou rth  volum e o f  ‘ M odern  P ain ters,’ 
gave m e the  m elancholy  know ledge o f  the 
agricultural condition o f  the  great A lpine 
chain w h ich  was the  origin o f  th e  design 
o f  St. G eorge’s G u ild  ; and th a t w alk  w ith  
m y father at St. M a rtin ’s v irtually  closed 
the days o f  you th fu l happiness, and began 
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m y true w ork  in the  w orld— for w hat it 
is w orth .
A n en try  or tw o from  the beginning o f  
the year m ay be perm itted , connecting old 
tim es w ith  new.
‘ A pril 15 th , W ednesday. L eft hom e,
stayed at Folkestone, happy, bu t w ith  
bad cough, and sligh t feverish feeling, 
till M onday. Crossed to B oulogne, w ith  
desperate cold com ing on. W ro te  h a lf
le tte r to M iss W edderburn ,’ (afterwards 
M rs. B lackburn,) ‘ in  carriage, going  over : ’ 
the  carriages, o f  course, in old tim es being 
lashed on the  deck, one sat inside, e ither 
for dignity or shelter.
A pril 2 4 th , Tuesday. T o  Paris on rail. 
N e x t m orn ing , very thankfully  changing  
horses, by as lovely sunshine as ever I saw, 
at C haren ton . Slept a t Sens. T hursday , 
M o n t-h ard  ; F riday , D ijon. All these 
evenings I w as w ork ing  hard  at m y last 
plate o f  G io tto .’ (G .’s tow er, I m ean t ; 
frontispiece to ‘ Seven L am ps,’ first edition.)
‘ Stopped behind in th e  lovely m orn ing  
at Sens, and w en t after m y fa ther and 
m o th e r an h o u r la ter.*  I t  was very 
cold, and I was driven out by the fires 
going  out, it being in the  large room  
a t the  back o f  the yard, w ith  oil 
pictures only to be go t at th ro u g h  m y 
fa th e r’s bedroom.■f-
A pril 29 th , Sunday, was a th rea ten ing  
day a t C ham pagnole. W e  ju s t w alked to 
th e  entrance o f the  w ood and back ,— I 
colded and cough ing , and generally h ead ­
achy. In  the evening the  landlady, w ho 
noticed  m y illness, m ade m e some syrup 
o f  violets. W h e th e r  by fancy, or chance, 
or by virtue o f  v io let tea, I go t be tte r 
thenceforw ard, and have, th an k  G od, had
# They had given me a little brougham to 
myself, like the hunting doctor’s in c Punch,’ 
so that I could stop behind, and catch them 
up when I chose.
f  The inn is fully and exquisitely described 
by Dickens in ‘ Mrs. Lirriper’s Lodgings.’
no cold since ! ’ (D iary  very slovenly h ere ­
abouts ; I am  obliged to m end a phrase or 
tw o .)
‘ M onday, 30th  A pril. T o  G eneva, th ro u g h  
a good deal o f  snow, by St. C ergues ; 
w h ich  frigh tened  m y m o th er, they having  
a restive horse in the ir carriage. She got 
out on a bank near w here I  saw the 
first gentians, and  go t into m ine, as far 
as St. Cergues. I t  is deserving o f  record 
th a t a t this tim e, just on the p o in t o f 
com ing in  sight o f  the A lps— and tha t 
for the  first tim e for th ree years, a m om ent 
w hich  I had  looked forw ard to th ink ing  
I should be a lm ost fainting w ith  joy, and 
w an t to lie dow n on the  earth  and take 
it in m y arm s ;— at this tim e, I say, I was 
irrecoverably sulky because G eorge had  
not got m e b u tte r to m y bread at Les 
Rousses.
T uesday, is t  M ay. W alked  about Geneva, 
w en t to B au ttes’, and drew  w ood anem ones.
T hursday , 3rd M ay, C ham bery . U p
th e  h ill th a t looks tow ards A ix, w ith  m y 
fa ther and m o ther ; had  a chat w ith  an 
old m an, a p roprie to r o f  som e land on 
the  hillside, w ho  com plained b itterly  tha t 
th e  priests and the revenue officers seized 
every th ing , and th a t no th ing  b u t b lack 
bread was left for the  peasant.*
Friday, 4 th  M ay. H a l f  breakfasted a t 
C ham bery  ; started  about seven for St. 
L au ren t du P o n t, thence up to the 
C hartreuse, and w alked dow n (all o f  us) ; 
w h ich , how ever, being done in a h u rry , 
I little  enjoyed. B u t a w alk  after d inner 
up to a small chapel, placed 011 a w aving 
group o f  m ounds, covered w ith  the  m ost 
sm ooth and soft sw ard, over w hose sunny 
gold cam e the dark  piny precipices o f  
the  C hartreuse hills, gave m e infinite 
pleasure. I had seen also for the  th ird  
tim e, by the C hartreuse  to rren t, the m ost
* Complaints of this kind always mean that 
you are near a luxurious capital or town. In 
this case, Aix les Bains.
w onderful o f all A lpine b irds— a grey, 
fluttering stealthy creature, about the  size 
o f a sparrow , b u t o f  colder grey, and 
m ore graceful, w h ich  haun ts the  sides o f 
the fiercest torrents. T h e re  is som ething 
m ore strange in it than  in the  seagull—
t h a t  seems a pow erful creature ; and the 
pow er o f  the  sea, n o t o f  a k ind  so 
adverse, so hopelessly destructive ; b u t this 
small creature, silent, tender and ligh t, 
alm ost like a m o th  in its low  and
irregular fligh t,— alm ost touch ing  w ith  its 
w ings the  crests o f  waves th a t w ould  
overthrow  a granite wall, and haun ting
the  hollow s o f  the black, cold, herbless
rocks th a t are continually  shaken by the ir 
spray, has perhaps the  nearest approach 
to the  look  o f  a spiritual existence I 
know  in anim al life.
Saturday, M ay  5 th . Back to C ham bery , 
and up by R ousseau’s house to th e  po in t 
w here the thun d er-sh o w er cam e dow n on 
us three years ago .’
I th in k  it  was ex trem ely  p re tty  and 
free-hearted  o f  m y m o th e r to  m ake these 
reverent p ilgrim ages to  R ousseau’s house.*
W ith  w h o m  I m ust here  thankfu lly  
nam e, am ong m y ow n m asters, also St. 
P ierre : I having  sham efully  fo rgo tten
h ith e rto  the im m ense influence o f  ‘ Paul 
and V irginia ’ am idst m y early readings. 
R ousseau’s effective political pow er I  did 
no t kn o w  till m uch  later.
R ichard  F all arrived th a t Saturday at
* c Les Charmettes.’ So also c un détache­
ment de la troupe ’ (of his schoolboys) c sous la 
conduite de Mr. Topffer, qui ne sait pas le 
chemin, entreprend de gravir le coteau des Char­
mettes, pour atteindre à l’habitation de Jean- 
Jacques Rousseau ’— in the year 1833 ; and an 
admirably faithful and vivid drawing of the place, 
as it then stood (unchanged till 1 849, when papa 
and mamma and their little St. Preux saw it), 
is given by Mr. Topffer’s own hand on p. 17 
of his work here quoted, c Voyage à la Grande 
Charteuse ’ (1 833).
C ham bery  ; and by w ay o f  am ends for our 
lost W elsh  tour, (above, p. 109, vol. ii.,) I 
took  h im  to Vevay and C ham ouni, w here, 
on M ay  14th, the  snow  was still dow n to 
the  valley ; crisp frost everyw here ; the 
M ontanvert path  entirely  hidden, and clear 
slopes dow n all the couloirs perfectly even 
and sm ooth— ten to tw enty  feet deep o f  
good, com pact snow  ; no treacherous surface 
beds tha t could slip one over the o ther.
C o u tte t and I took R ichard  up to the 
cabane o f  the M on tanvert, m em ory  o f  the 
long  snow  w alks at H ern e  H ill now  m in ­
g ling tenderly w ith  the  cloudless brightness 
o f  the M e r de G lace, in its robe o f  w inter 
erm ine. N o  venturing  on th a t, how ever, 
o f  course, w ith  every crevasse h idden ; and 
nobody at the  cabane yet, so we took 
R ichard  back to the first couloir, show ed 
h im  how  to use foot and pole, to check  
h im se lf if  he  w ent too fast, or go t head­
forem ost; and w e slid dow n the  tw o th o u ­
sand feet to the source o f  the  A rveron, in
some seven or e igh t m in u te s ;*  R ichard  
vouchsafing his entire approval o f  tha t 
m anner o f  progression by the single sig­
nificant ep ithet, ‘ Pern icious ! ’
I t  was the  last o f  our w in te r w alks 
together. R ichard  did not die, like
Charles, b u t he  w en t on the Stock E x ­
change ; m arried  a w ife, very nice and
pretty  ; then  grew  rich  ; held  a rich  m an’s 
faiths in political econom y ; and b o u g h t 
bad prints o f  c lipper packets in green sea ; 
and so we gradually  gave each o ther up 
— w ith  all good wishes on bo th  sides.
But R ichard , hav ing  no m ore w in ter w alks, 
becam e too fat and w ell lik in g  w hen 
he was past fifty— and d i d  die, then  ; to 
his sister’s great surprise and mine. T h e  
loss o f  h im  broke her heart, and she soon 
followed h im .
D u rin g  h e r forty-five or fifty years o f
* Including ecstatic or contemplative rests : 
of course one goes much faster than 200 feet 
a minute, on good snow, at an angle of 300.
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life, E liza Fall (had  she b u t been nam ed 
E lizabe th  instead, I should have liked her 
ever so m uch  better,) rem ained an entirely  
w orthy  and unw orld ly  girl and w om an, 
o f  true service and counsel always to 
her b ro ther and m e ; caring for us bo th  
m uch  m ore th an  she was cared for ;—  
to m y m o th er an affectionate and always 
acceptable, calling  and chatting , friend : 
capable and in telligent from  her earliest 
you th , nor w ith o u t graceful fancy and 
rational poetic pow er. She w ro te  far better 
verses than  ever I did, and m ig h t have 
draw n w ell, b u t had always w h a t m y 
m other called ‘ perjinketty  ’ ways, w h ich  
m ade her typically an old m aid in la ter years. 
I  im agine th a t, w ithou t the least unkind  
severity, she was yet m uch  o f a P uritan  
a t heart, and one rarely heard, i f  ever, 
o f  her going to a theatre , or a rout, 
or a cricket-m atch  ; yet she was brilliant 
a t a C hristm as party , acted  any part— th a t 
depended on w halebone— adm irably, and
was extrem ely w itty  in a charade. She
felt herself sorrow fully  tu rn ed  ou t o f  her 
ow n house and place w hen h e r b ro th e r 
m arried , and spent m ost o f  her sum m ers 
in travel, w ith  another wise old m aid 
for com panion. T h e n  R ichard  and his
w ife w en t to live in  C lapham  P ark  ; 
and E liza stayed, w istfully  alone, in her 
ch ild ’s hom e, for a w hile. T h e  lease 
expired, I suppose, and she did no t care 
to  renew  it. T h e  last tim e I saw her, 
she was enjoying some sort o f tow n life
in N ew  B ond Street.
L ittle  I th o u g h t, in clasping R ich ard ’s
hand on the  ridge o f  the  Jam an  tha t 
spring,— he going  dow n in to  the S im - 
m enthal, I back to Vevay,-— th a t our 
com panying  together was ended : bu t I
never have know n any th ing  o f  w h a t was 
m ost seriously happen ing  to m e till after­
wards ; this— unastrological readers w ill 
please to no te— being one o f  the  leaden 
influences on m e o f  the  p lanet Saturn.
M y father and m o ther w ere w aiting for 
m e at Geneva, and w e set ou t, w ith  short 
delay, for St. M artin ’s.
T h e  road from  G eneva to C ham ouni, 
passing th e  ex trem ity  o f  the  Salève about 
five m iles sou th  o f  the  city, reaches at 
tha t po in t th e  sandy plateau o f  A nnem asse, 
w here form s o f  passport had  (anciently) 
to  be transacted, w hich  gave a quarter o f  
an h o u r for contem plation o f  w hat the 
day had to do.
F ro m  th e  street o f  th e  straggling  village 
one saw over the  undulations o f  the 
nearer, and blue level o f  the distant, plain, 
a mass o f  rocky m ountains, presenting 
for the m ost p a rt the ir cliffs to the 
approaching traveller, and tossing the ir 
crests back in careless pride, above the 
d istrict o f  well inhabited, b u t seldom  
traversed, ravines w h ich  w ind  betw een the  
lake o f  A nnecy and vale o f Sallenches.
O f  these the  nearest— yet about tw elve 
m iles distant— is the hefore-nam ed Brezon,
a m ajestic, b u t unterrific, fortalice o f  cliff, 
forest, and m eadow , w ith  unseen nests o f  
village, and unexpected balm  and honey  o f  
garden and orchard  nursed in its recesses. 
T h e  horses have to rest at Bonneville 
before w e reach th e  foo t o f  it ; and the 
line, o f  its foundation first, and then  o f  
the loftier M o n t V ergy, m ust be follow ed 
for seven o r e igh t m iles, w ith o u t hope 
apparently  o f  gain ing  access to the  inner 
m ountain  w orld , excep t by footpath .
A  w ay is opened a t last by the  
Arve, w h ich , rush ing  furiously th ro u g h  a 
cleft affording room  only for road and 
river, grants entrance, w hen  the strait is 
passed, to a valley w ith o u t the  like o f  it 
am ong the Alps. In  all o th e r avenues 
o f  approach to the ir central crests the  
to rre n ts , fall steeply, and in places appear 
to be still cu ttin g  th e ir channels deeper, 
w hile the ir lateral cliffs have evidently 
been in earlier tim e, a t intervals, con­
nected, and ren t o r w orn  asunder by
traceable violence or decay. B ut the  valley 
o f  C luse is in reality  a narrow  plain 
betw een tw o chains o f  m ountains w h ich  
have never been united, b u t each inde­
penden tly  # raised, shattered , and softened 
in to  th e ir present form s ; w hile th e  river, 
instead o f  deepening the  ravine it descends, 
has filled it to an unknow n depth  w ith  
beds o f  glacial sand, increased annually, 
though  insensibly , by its w andering floods ; 
bu t now  practically  level, and for th e  m ost 
p a rt tenable, w ith  a little  logw ork  to fence 
off the  stream  at its angles, in large spaces 
o f cultivable land.
In  several turns o f  the  valley the  
la teral cliffs go p lum b  dow n in to  these 
fields as if  in to  a green lake ; b u t usually, 
slopes o f  shale, now  forest-h idden , ascend 
to  heigh ts o f  six or seven h u n d red  feet 
before the cliffs begin ; then  the  m ountain  
above becom es partly  a fortress w all, partly
* In the same epoch of time, however. See 
Mr. Collingwood’s ‘ Limestone Alps of Savoy.’
banks o f  tu r f  ascending around its bastions 
or betw een, b u t always guarded  from  ava­
lanche by h ig h e r w oods or rocks ; the 
snows m elting  in early spring, and falling 
in  countless cascades, m ostly over the  cliffs, 
and then  in b roken threads dow n the
banks. B eautiful always, and innocent, the 
h ig h e r sum m its by m idsum m er are snow - 
less, and no glacial m oraine or to rren t
defaces or disturbs th e  solitude o f  the ir 
pastoral k ingdom .
Leaving the carriage at C luse, I always
used to w alk , th ro u g h  this valley, the ten
miles to St. M a rtin ’s, resting aw hile at the 
springs o f  M aglan , w here, close under the  
cliff, the  w ater th rills im perceptib ly  th ro u g h  
the crannies o f  its fallen stones, deeper 
and deeper every in stan t ; till, w ith in  th ree 
fathom s, o f  its first trick ling  thread , it is 
a deep stream  o f  dazzling brigh tness, 
dividing in to  sw ift branches eager for the ir 
w ork  a t the m ill, or the ir m in istry  to the 
meadows.
C ontrary  again to the custom s o f  less 
enchan ted  vales, this one opens gradually 
as it nears the  greater m ountain , its ow n 
lateral cliffs rising also in proportion  to its 
w id th— those on the  left, as one approaches 
St. M a rtin ’s, in to  the vast tow ers and 
prom ontories o f  the A iguille de Varens ; 
those on the  rig h t in to  a m ountain  scarcely 
m arked in any A lpine chart, yet from  
w h ich , if  one could clim b its dangerous 
tu r f  and m ural diadem , there m ust be 
com m anded precisely th e  m ost noble view 
o f M o n t B lanc granted by any sum m it o f 
his sentinel chains.
In  the  only m ap o f  Sw itzerland w hich  
has ever been executed w ith  com m on 
sense and in telligence (‘ O rig inal von K eller’s 
Z w eiter R eisekarte der Schw eitz,’ 1844), 
this peak is, nevertheless, left w ithou t 
distinction from  tha t called the  ‘ C ro ix  de 
F e r ,’ o f  w h ich  it is only a satellite. But 
there are any quantity  o f iron crosses on 
the  W estern  A lps, and the proper nam e
o f  this dom inan t peak is tha t given in
M . D ajoz’s lith o g rap h ed  ‘ C arte  des rives du 
L ac de G enève ,’* — ‘ M o n t F le u ry ’; th o u g h  
the  m ore usual one w ith  the old C h a­
m o uni guides was ‘M o n tag n e  des F o u rs ’ ; 
b u t I never heard  any nam e given to its 
castella ted  ou tw ork . In  S tuder’s geological 
m ap it is w ell draw n, bu t nameless ; in
the  A lpine C lu b ’s m ap o f  S o u th -W estern  
A lps, it is only a long  ridge descending 
from  the M o n t F leu ry , w h ich , there  called 
‘ P o in te  P ercée ,’ bears a star, ind icating  
a view  o f  M o n t Blanc, as probably o f  
G eneva also, from  tha t sum m it. B ut 
the  vision from  the  low er prom ontory , 
w h ich  com m ands the  C ham oun i aiguilles
* Chez Briquet et Fils, éditeurs, au bas de
la Cité à Genève, i860;  extremely careful in
its delineation of the lower mountain masses, 
and on the whole the best existing map for 
the ordinary traveller. The Alpine Club maps 
give nothing clearly but the taverns and foot­
paths.
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w ith  less foreshortening, and looks steep 
dow n into the  valley o f  C luse from  
end to end, m ust be infinitely m ore 
beautiful.
Its  h ighest ridge is ju s t opposite the  
N an t d ’A rpenaz, and m ig h t in fu tu re  
descriptions o f  the Sallenche m ountains be 
conveniently  called the £ T o w er o f  A rpenaz .’ 
A fter passing the curved rock from  w h ich  
the w aterfall leaps in to  its calm  festoons, 
the  cliffs becom e changed  in m ateria l, first 
in to  th in -bedded  blue lim estone, and then  
in to  dark  slates and shales, w h ich  partly  
sadden, partly  enrich , w ith  the ir cultivable 
ru in , all the  low er hill-sides henceforw ard 
to the very gate o f  C ham ouni. A  m ile or 
tw o beyond the N a n t d ’A rpenaz, the  road 
ascends over a bank  o f  th e ir  c rum bling  
flakes, w h ich  the little  stream , pendent like 
a w h ite  th read  over the m id -cliff o f  the 
A iguille  de V arens, drifts dow n before it 
in sum m er rain, ligh tly  as dead leaves. 
T h e  old people’s carriage dips in to  the
tro u g h  o f  the  dry bed, descends th e  gen tle  
em b an k m en t on th e  o th e r side, and turns 
in to  th e  courtyard  o f  the  inn under one 
o f  the  th in  arches, raised a foot or tw o 
above the  gap in the  w all, w h ich  give 
honourable d istinction either to th e  g reater 
vineyards,— or open courts, like this one, o f 
hospitable houses. S tableyard, I shou ld  
have said, no t courtyard  ; no palatial pride 
o f  seclusion, like M . D essein’s, bu t a 
m ere square o f  irregu lar stable,— no t even 
coach-house, th o u g h  w ith  room  for a 
carriage or tw o  : bu t bu ilt only for
shelter o f  the  now  unk n o w n  char-à -b an c , 
a seat for three betw een tw o  pairs o f  
w heels, w ith  a p lank  for foo ting , at a 
convenient step from  th e  g round. T h e  
fo u rth  side o f  the yard was form ed by 
th e  fro n t o f  the  inn , w h ich  stood w ith  
its side to th e  road, its back to  the 
neglected garden and  incorrig ib le stream let : 
a tw o-storied  bu ild ing  o f  solid grey stone, 
w ith  gabled ro o f and garrets ; a central
passage on the  second floor g iv ing  access 
to the  three or four bedroom s looking
to  back and fron t, and a t th e  end to
an open gallery over the road. T h e  last
room  on th e  left, la rger than  th e  rest, and
w ith  a w indow  open ing  on th e  gallery, 
used to be m y fa ther’s and m o th e r’s ;
th a t n ex t it, w ith  one square w indow
in the  solid w all, looking  in to  th e  yard,
m ine. F loors and partitions all o f  rough-
sawn larch  ; the planks o f  th e  passage
floor uncom fortab ly  th in  and bending , as 
i f  one m ig h t easily fall th ro u g h  ; some
pretence o f  papering , I  th ink , in th e
old people’s state room . A  pub lic  room , 
about the  size o f  m y present study, say 
tw elve paces by six w ith in  its cupboards, 
and usually fu ll o f  flies, gave us the
end o f  its table for meals, and was undis­
turbed  th ro u g h  the day, except du ring  the 
h o u r w hen  the diligence dined.
I should  have said th a t m y square 
w indow  looked o v e r ,  ra th e r than i n t o
th e  yard, for one could scarcely see 
any th ing  going  on there, b u t by p u ttin g  
one’s head o u t : th e  real and prevalent
prospect was first in to  the  leaves o f  the 
w alnu t tree in th e  co rner ; then  o f  the 
mossy stable roofs beh ind  th em  ; then  
o f  the delicately tin -m ailed  and g litte ring  
spire o f  the  village ch u rch  ; and beyond 
these, the  cream y, curd ling , overflow ing 
seas o f  snow  on th e  M o n t B lanc de 
St. G ervais. T h e  A igu ille  de Bionnassay, 
th e  m ost graceful buttress ridge in all the 
A lps, and M o n t B lanc him self, above the 
full fronts o f  th e  A iguille  and D om e du 
G oû té , follow ed fu rth e r  to the  left. So 
m u c h  cam e in to  the  field o f  th a t little  
fou r-fee t-square  casem ent.
I f  one had  a m ind  for a stroll, in 
h a lf  a m in u te ’s tu rn  to  the  left from  
the yard gate, one cam e to  the  aforesaid 
village chu rch , the size o f  a couple o f  
co ttages, and one could lean , stooping, 
to look at it, on the  deeply lichened
stones o f  its low  churchyard  w all, w h ich  
enclosed th e  cluster o f  iron  crosses,— floretted 
w ith  everlastings, or garlands o f  fresh 
flowers if  i t  was ju s t after Sunday,— on tw o 
sides ; th e  ca rt-p a th  to the  upper village 
b ranch ing  o ff round  it  from  the  road to 
C ham ouni. F ifty  yards fu rther, one cam e 
to  the sing le-arched  bridge by w h ich  the 
road to  Sallenche, again dividing from  
th a t o f  C ham ouni, crosses th e  A rve, clear­
ing som e sixty feet o f  s tro n g ly -ru sh in g  
w ate r w ith  a leap o f  lovely ellip tic  curve; 
lovely, because here  traced  w ith  the  
ligh test possible substance o f  m asonry, 
rising to  its ridge w ith o u t a pebb le’s 
w e ig h t to spare,*  and then  signed for 
sacred pontifical w ork  by a cross h ig h
* Of course, in modern levelled bridges, 
with any quantity of over-charged masonry, 
the opening for the stream is not essentially 
an arch, but a tunnel, and might for that 
matter be blown through the solid wall, 
instead of built to bear it.
above the  parapet, seen from  as far as
one can see the  b ridge itself.
N e ith e r  line, nor w ord , nor colour, has 
ever yet given rendering  o f  th e  rich  con­
fusions o f  garden and  cottage th ro u g h
w h ich  the  w ind ing  paths ascend above the 
ch u rch  ; w alled, no t w ith  any notion o f  
guard ing  the  g round , except from  passing 
herds o f  cattle and  goats, b u t chiefly to 
get the stones off the  surface in to  
narrow est com pass, and, w ith  the  easy
princip le  o f  h o rticu ltu re ,— plan t every th ing , 
and le t w hat can, grow  ;— th e  under-crops 
o f  unk em p t pease, potatoes, cabbage, hem p, 
and m aize, con ten t w ith  w h a t sun can 
ge t dow n to th em  th ro u g h  lu x u rian tly - 
branched  apple and p lu m  trees, and 
tow ering  shade o f w alnuts, w ith  trunks 
e igh t or ten feet in g ir th  ; a little
space left to lig h t the  fronts o f  th e  
cottages them selves, w hose ro o f and 
balconies, the  vines seem  to th in k , have 
been constructed  fo r th e ir pleasure only ,
and clim b, w rea the , and sw ing them selves 
abou t accordingly  w herever they  choose, 
tossing the ir young  tendrils far up  in to
the blue sky o f  spring, and festooning 
th e  balconies in au tu m n  w ith  C orreggian  
fresco o f  pu rp le , relieved against the
penden t gold  o f  the  harvested m aize.
T h e  absolute seclusion and independence
o f this m anner o f  rural life, to tally
w ith o u t th o u g h t or fo re though t o f  any 
foreign help  or parsim onious store, d rin k ­
ing  its w ine ou t o f  the  cluster, and 
saving o f  the  last year’s harvest only seed 
for the  next,— the serene laissez faire given 
to G od and nature , w ith  thanks for the  
good, and subm ission to the  tem porary  
evil o f  b lig h t or flood, as due to  sinful 
m ortality  ; and the  persistence, th ro u g h  
be tte r or worse, in the ir fa thers’ ways, 
and  use o f  th e ir fathers’ tools, and 
ho ld ing  to the ir fa thers’ nam es and fields, 
faithfully  as the trees to th e ir  roots, 
or the rocks to the ir w ild  flowers,—
all this beside us for our Sunday w alk , 
w ith  th e  grey, inaccessible walls o f  th e  
T o w e r o f  A rpenaz above,' d im  in the ir 
distant he igh t, and all th e  m orn ing  air 
tw ice b rig h te r for th e  glow  o f the 
cloudless glaciers, gave m e deeper and 
m ore w onderfu l jo y  than  all the  careful 
beauty  and disciplined rightness o f  the 
Bernese O berland , or even the stately 
streets o f  m y  dearest cities o f  Italy .
H ere  is a little  b it o f  diary, five years 
la ter, g iv ing a detail o r tw o o f  the  
opposite hillside above Sallenche.
‘ St. M a rtin ’s, 2 6 th  Ju ly , 1854. I was 
up by the  m illstream  th is evening, and 
clim bed to th e  rig h t o f  it, up  am ong 
the sloping waves o f  grass. I never was 
so struck by th e ir intense beau ty ,— the 
masses o f  w alnu t shading th em  w ith  
th e ir broad, cool, c learly-form ed leafage ; 
the glossy grey stems o f th e  cherry  trees, 
as if  bound  round  tig h t w ith  satin, 
tw in ing  and w rith in g  against th e  shadow s ;
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th e  tall pollards o f  oak set here and 
there  in the soft banks, as i f  to show
their sm oothness by contrast, yet th e m ­
selves beautifu l, rugged, and covered w ith  
deep brow n  and b rig h t silver moss. 
H e re  and  there a chestnu t— sharp, and 
soft, and starry  * ; and always the  steep
banks, one above ano ther, m elting  -j~ in to  
terraces o f  pure velvet, gilded w ith  corn;
here and there  a b lack— je t-b la c k — crag 
o f  slate b reaking  in to  a frow n above
them , and m ouldering  aw ay dow n into
the  g loom y to rren t bed, fringed  on  its 
opposite edge, a grisly cliff, w ith  delicate
b irch  and  pine, rising against the  snow
lig h t o f  M o n t Blanc. A nd opposite 
always the  m ig h ty  Varens lost in  the  
cloud its ineffable walls o f  c ra g /
* I meant— the leaves themselves, sharp, the 
clustered nuts, soft, the arrangement of leaves, 
starry.
t  c M elting’— seeming to flow into the levels 
like lava ; not cut sharp down to them.
T h e  nex t fo llow ing entry  is w o rth  
keeping , as a sketch  o f  th e  undisturbed  
C atholicism  am ong these hills since the 
days o f  St. B ernard o f  A nnecy, and 
M o n t Velan.
‘ Sallenches, Sunday, 10 th  Ju n e  (18 4 9 ). 
T h e  w aitress here, a daugh ter o f  the  
landlord, asked m e to -day  w h e th e r 
P ro testan ts  all said grace before m eat, 
observing m e to do so. O n  this w e 
got into conversation, o u t o f  w h ich  I
have elicited som e po in ts w o rth  rem em ­
bering  ; to  w it, th a t som e o f  th e  m en
only go to  confession once a year, and
th a t some o f  th em , to  spare the ir
m em ories, w rite  th e ir sins,— w h ich , h o w ­
ever, they  cannot deliver on paper to  
th e  confessor, b u t m u st read th em  aloud. 
Louise appeared m u ch  h o rro r-stru ck  a t 
the  idea w h ich  such a procedure adm its, 
o f  “  losing one’s sins ; ” and o f  the ir 
being  f o u n d . by som e one w ho was 
no t a confessor. She spoke w ith  great
pleasure o f  th e  C apucins w ho corne 
som etim es ; said they  were such de ligh t­
ful confessors, and m ade “  des m orales 
superbes,” and th a t they  preached  so well 
th a t everybody listened w ith  all their 
m ig h t, so th a t you m ig h t tap th em  on 
the  back and they  w ould  never tu rn  
round. O f  the  Jesuits she spoke w ith  
less affection, saying th a t in th e ir  great 
general confessions, w h ich  took several 
days, tw o  or t h r e e . com m andm ents at a 
tim e, they  w ould  no t allow  a s i n g l e  sin 
to be com m itted  by the persons com ing 
to  th em  in th e  m eantim e, or else they 
refused . th em  absolu tion— refusal w hich  
takes place som etim es for less cause. 
T h e y  had  a poor old servant, w ho could 
only speak patois ; the priest cou ldn’t 
understand  her, nor she h im , so th a t 
he could no t find ou t w h eth er she knew  
h er catechism . H e  refused absolution, 
and the poor old creature w ep t and 
raved abou t it, and was in a passion
w ith  all the  w orld. She was afterw ards 
b u rn t in th e  g reat fire here ! I w en t 
to  mass, to  hear h o w  they  preached : 
th e  people orderly, and ch u rch  perfectly 
full. T h e  serm on by a fat s tu tte ring  
curé, was from  the  “  Receive not the  grace 
o f  G od in vain,” on th e  Sacram ents. 
“  T w o  o f  these called Sacrem ens des 
M orts, because they  are received by 
persons in a state o f  spiritual death ; the 
five o thers called Sacram ens des V ivants, 
because they  presum e, in those w ho receive 
th em , a state o f  spiritual life. T h e  th ree  
sacram ents o f  B aptism , C onfirm ation , and 
O rders, can only be received once ; because 
th ey  im press an indelible seal, and m ake 
m en  w h at they  w ere no t ; and  w h a t, after 
they  are once, they  cannot unm ake th e m ­
selves. Baptism  m akes people children 
o r subjects o f  G od  ; C onfirm ation  m akes 
th em  soldiers o f  G od , o r soldiers o f  H is 
K ingdom  ; and O rders m ake th em  m agis­
trates o f  th e  K ingdom . I f  you havç
received baptism , you are therefore an 
‘ enfan de D ieu .’ ” W h a t being an “  enfan 
de D ieu  ” m ean t was no t very clear ; for 
the  ineffaceability o f  bap tism  was illustrated 
by the  instance o f  Ju lian  th e  A postate,
w ho  did all he could to  efface it— “ M ais 
la m o rt,” said th e  preacher, g row ing  
eloquent, “ le poursuivit ju sq u ’à ” — (he 
stopped, for he  did no t know  exactly
w here  t o )— “  la tom be ; et il est descendu 
aux enfers, po rtan t cette  m arque, qui fera 
éternellem ent sa hon te et sa confusion .” ’
I w onder a t the  lightness o f  these
entries, now  ; bu t I was too actively, 
happily , and selfishly busy, to be th o u g h t­
fu l, except only in scholarly w ay ; b u t I 
go t one o f  the  sharpest w arnings o f  m y 
life only a day after leaving papa and
m am m a a t St. M a rtin ’s,— (cruel anim al 
th a t I  was !— to do geology in the  Allée 
B lanche, and at Z erm att.) I go t a chill 
by stopping, w hen I was ho t, in the  
breeye o f  one o f  the ice stream s, ip
ascending to the  Col de B on H o m m e  ; 
w oke n ex t m orn ing  in th e  châlet o f  
C hap iu  w ith  acute sore th ro a t ; crossed 
th e  C ol de la Seigne scarcely able 
to sit m y  m ule, and was p u t to bed
by C o u tte t in  a little  room  under the 
tiles at C ourm ayeur, w here  he  nursed 
m e as he did at P adua  ; gave m e ho t
h erb -tea , and go t m e on m u leback  again, 
and  over th e  C ol de F erre t, in a day or 
tw o ; bu t there  w ere som e hours o f  those 
feverish n igh ts w h ich  o u g h t to have m ade 
m y diaries m ore earnest afterw ards. T h e y  
go off, how ever, into m ere geology and
school divinity for a w hile , o f  w h ich  this 
bit, w ritten  the  evening after crossing the  
C ol de F erre t, is im p o rtan t as evidence 
o f  m y beg inn ing  to  recognise w h a t Jam es 
Forbes had  proved o f  glacier flow :—
‘ T h e  m ost m agnificent piece o f  ru in  I 
have yet seen in th e  A lps is th a t opposite 
the  em bouchure  o f  th e  low er glacier o f  
th e  Val de F e rre t, near C o u rm a y eu r; the
pines are small indeed, b u t they  are 
hurled  h ith e r  and th ith e r, tw isted and 
m ing led  in  all conditions o f  form , and all 
phases o f exp iring  life, w ith  the chaos o f  
m assy rocks, w h ich  the glacier has gnashed 
dow n, or the  opposite m oun ta in  hurled . 
A nd yet, fa rth e r on, a t the  head  o f  the 
valley, there is ano ther, in its w ay as 
w onderful ; less p icturesque, b u t w ilder 
still,— th e  rem ains o f  th e  ebou lem en t o f  
the G lacier de T rio le t caused by th e  fall 
o f  an aiguille  near the Petits Jo rasses— the 
m ost phrenzied  accum ulation o f  m oraines 
I have ever seen ; no t d ropped  one by one 
in to  a heap , and pushed forw ard by the 
ice p loughshare, b u t evidently borne dow n 
by some m ing led  to rren t o f  ice and rock 
and flood, w ith  th e  swiftness o f  w ater 
and the w e ig h t o f  stone, and th row n  along 
the  m ountain -side like pebbles from  a 
storm y sea ;— b u t the ruins o f  an A lp 
instead o f  th e  pow der o f  a flint bed. T h e  
glacier to rren t o f  T rio le t is alm ost lost
am ong them , bu t th a t below , com ing  ju st 
from  the  base o f  the  Jorasses, is exquisite 
beyond description in the  play o f  its 
currents, narrow  eddies o f  w hite nevè 
round  islands o f  rock— falling in  upon 
each o th e r in deep and eddying pools ; 
flow ing fo rth  again in  massy sheets o f  
ice, feeding, not ■ one glacier stream , bu t 
cascade above cascade, far into th e  m oun­
tain gu lp h .’
A nd so on, o f  divers m atters, th ro u g h  
four h und red  and fifty pages ; no t all as 
good as th a t, b u t th e  core o f  w h a t I 
had to learn and teach abou t gneiss 
and ice and clouds ;— G eorge indefatigably 
carry ing  his little daguerreotype box up 
everyw here, and tak ing  the  first im age 
o f  th e  M a tte rh o rn , as also o f  the  aiguilles 
o f  C ham oun i, ever draw n by the  sun. 
A  th ing  to be proud  o f  still, th o u g h  
he is now  a justice  o f  peace, som ew here 
in A ustralia.
T h e  follow ing entries, in Ju n e , o f  w h ich  
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the  tw o  last com e in th e  m idst o f  busy 
and otherw ise happy days, are all w ith
w hich  I perm it m yself to trouble the 
reader for this tim e.
‘ C ham ouni, Sunday, Ju n e  17th . Q uiet 
south  rain till tw elve o ’clock. I have 
been abstracting the book o f  R evelation, 
(they say the  F ren ch  are beaten again at 
R om e, and ano ther revolution in Paris) ; 
m any signs seem to  m ultip ly  around 
us, and yet m y  unbelief yields no m ore 
th an  w hen  all the horizon  was clear. I
was especially struck w ith  the  general
appellation  o f  the system o f  the w orld
as the  “  M ystery  o f G od ,” C hap. x. 7, 
com pared w ith  H ebrew s xi. 6, w h ich  
I  read this m orn ing  in our usual course. * 
T h e m e  enough for th e  day’s though t.
* Read the 5th, 6th, and 7th verses in suc­
cession:—  “ A n d  t h e  a n g e l  w h i c h  I s a w
S T A N D  U P O N  T H E  S E A  A N D  U P O N  T H E  E A R T H  
L I F T E D  U P  H I S  H A N D  T O  H E A V E N ,  A N D  S W A R E  
B Y  H I M  T H A T  L I V E T H  F O R  E V E R  A N D  E V E R ,
H alfpast five. P o u rin g  still, b u t I got 
ou t before d inner du ring  a fine blink , 
w h ich  lasted ju s t long  enough  to  le t 
m e, by alm ost runn ing , and leaping all 
th e  stream s, reach the  end o f  th e  pine
w ood n ex t the  source o f  the  A rveron.
T h e re  I had  to tu rn  to the  left to the  
w ooden bridge, w hen  behold  a sigh t new  
to m e ; an avalanche had  evidently  taken 
place from  th e  (upper) glacier in to  the
very bed o f  th e  g reat cataract, and the 
s tream  was as nearly  choked as could
be w ith  balls and ellipsoids o f  ice, from
W H O  C R E A T E D  H E A V E N ,  A N D  T H E  T H I N G S  T H A T  
T H E R E I N  A R E ,  A N D  T H E  E A R T H ,  A N D  T H E  
T H I N G S  T H A T  T H E R E I N  A R E ,  A N D  T H E  S E A ,  
A N D  T H E  T H I N G S  W H I C H  A R E  T H E R E I N ,  T H A T  
T H E R E  S H O U L D  B E  T I M E  N O  L O N G E R  I B U T  I N  
T H E  D A Y S  O F  T H E  V O I C E  O F  T H E  S E V E N T H  
A N G E L ,  W H E N  H E  S H A L L  B E G I N  T O  S O U N D ,  
T H . E  M Y S T E R Y  O F  GoD S H O U L D  B E  F I N I S H E D ,  
A S  H e  H A T H  D E C L A R E D  T O  H l S  S E R V A N T S  T H E  
P R O P H E T S . ”
th e  size o f  its com m on stones to tha t 
o f  a po rtm an teau , w h ich  w ere rolling  
dow n w ith  it  w ildly, generally sw inging 
ou t and in o f  the  w ater as it w aved ; 
b u t w hen  they cam e to th e  shallow
parts, tum bled  and tossed over one another, 
and then  p lung ing  back into the  deep 
w ater like so m any stranded porpoises, 
spinning as they  w en t dow n, and show ing 
th e ir dark  backs w ith  w ilder swings after 
th e ir p lunge ,— w hite , as they  em erged, 
b lack, ow ing  to th e ir clearness as seen
in th e  w ater ; the  stream  itself o f  a 
pale clay-colour, opaque, larger by one
h a lf  than  ever I saw it, and running ,
as I suppose, no t less than  ten miles an 
h o u r ; the w hole mass, w ater and ice, 
look ing  like some th ick  paste full o f  
plum s, o r ill-m ade pine-apple ice, w ith  
quantities o f  fru it in it, and the w hole 
looking like a solid body ; for th e  nodules 
o f  ice hard ly  changed the ir relative posi­
tion during  th e  quarte r o f  a m inu te
they  w ere severally in  sigh t, go ing  dow n 
in a mass, thu n d erin g  and  rum bling  
against the piles o f  the  bridge. I t  m ade 
m e giddy to look a t it  ; and  th e  m ore, 
because, on raising th e  eye, the re  was
always the great cataract itse lf s tartling
one, as i f  it had  ju s t begun  and seem ing 
to  increase every instant, bound ing  and
h u rlin g  itse lf h ith e r  and th ith e r, as if  
i t  was striving to  dash itse lf to pieces, 
no t falling  because it could no t help
it  ; and behind  there was a fearful sto rm  
com ing  up by th e  Breven, its grisly clouds 
w arp ing  up, as it seemed, against the river 
and cataract, w ith  pillars o f  hail behind. 
I stayed till it began, and then  crep t 
back th ro u g h  th e  w ood, runn ing  from  
one tree to ano ther— there  is really now  
a b it o f  blue sky over the  Pav ilion .*
Ju n e  18th. E vening , nine o ’clock. I 
m ust no t w rite m uch , it is past bed-
* The green mountain at the base of the 
Aiguille du Goûté.
tim e ; w en t to source o f  A rveron w ith  
m y father and m o ther and M iss D o  w ie ; * 
never saw it so lovely ; drew  afterw ards 
near the  source, p iny sketch, w ell begun. 
A fter tea w alked  up nearly to m y beloved 
old place on the Breven, and saw a 
solem n sunset, yet no t very b r ig h t ; the 
granu la ted  rosy crags o f  L a C ote espe­
cially. T h a n k  G od for p e rm ittin g  m e 
to sit on tha t slope once m ore thus 
strong  in h ea lth  and lim b.
C ham ouni, day 13th , M onday, Ju n e  25th . 
U p  ra ther late this m orn ing , and lost 
tim e before breakfast over cam era-lucida ; 
drove to A rgentière w ith  m y m o ther, 
w ho enjoyed h e r drive exceedingly ; back 
at one o ’clock  to m y usual place (Les 
T ines, till four) ; ou t after dinner, ram bling  
about Breven w ith  sk e tch -book  in search 
o f  a view o f A iguille du  P lan  ; d idn’t 
find one, b u t found some w ild straw -
* Sybilla. See ‘ Fors,’ Letter 90th, ‘ Lost 
Jewels,’ p. 165.
berries, w h ich  w ere a consolation. T h e  
day has been fine, w ith  scattered clouds ; 
in the  evening a m ost curious case o f  
floating cap cloud, h o o d i n g  th e  M o n t 
B lanc sum m it w ith o u t touch ing  it, like 
gossam er blow n upw ards from  a field ; 
an aw ning  o f  slender threads w aving  like 
weeds in th e  blue sky, (as weeds in a 
brook curren t, I m ean t), ‘and draw n out 
like floss silk as fine as snow. T h is  
cloud, th a t does no t t o u c h  the snow, 
b u t hovers over it at a certain h e ig h t 
follow ing the convexity  o f  the  m ountain , 
has always seemed m ost unaccountable 
to me.
C ham ouni, day 14 th , T uesday , Ju n e  26 th . 
H eavy, rounded, som ew hat d irty  clouds 
on the  Pavilion  (halfpast six) ; b u t sum m it 
b r ig h t and clear, and all very prom ising.
G et fo llow ing books i f  possible—  
“  M ém oires de la Société de P hysique et 
d ’H is to ire  N atu re lle  de G en èv e” (t. iv., p. 
209), on th e  valley o f  V al O rsine, by M .
N e c k e r ; “ A ctes de la Société H elvétique 
des Sc. N a t.,” 1837, p. 28, 1839, p. 47, 
on N agelflue pebbles.
Evening. A fter one o f  the  m ost hea­
venly w alks I ever took  in C ham oun i 
am ong th e  woods o f  the Pèlerins, I com e 
in to hear o f  m y poor cousin M ary ’s 
death. H o w  well I recollect s itting  w ith  
h e r on the  slopes o f  the Breven, and 
reasoning about th e  h e ig h t o f  L a Cote : 
she know s it now , be tte r than  I , and 
th inks it less.
C ham oun i, day 15th, W ednesday, Ju n e  
27 th . O ne o f  the  heavenly A lpine m o rn ­
ings, all a lig h t : I have been try ing  to
get some o f  the effect o f  sunrise on the 
M ontanvert, and aerial quality  o f  aiguilles, 
— in vain. Slanting rays now  touch  th e  
tu r f  by the  châlet o f  B laitière, as perhaps 
they  touch  poor M ary ’s grave.’
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OTTERBURN.
T N  blam ing  myself, as often I  have 
done, and m ay have occasion to do 
again, for m y w an t o f  affection to  o ther 
people, I m ust also express continually , as 
I  th in k  back  abou t it, m ore and m ore 
w onder th a t ever anybody h ad  any affection 
for m e .  I th o u g h t they m ig h t as w ell 
have go t fond o f  a cam era lucida, or an 
ivory foo t-ru le : all m y faculty was m erely 
in  show ing  th a t such and such th ings w ere 
so ; I was no orator, no actor, no pain ter 
b u t in a m inu te and generally  invisible 
m anner ; and I cou ldn’t bear being in te r­
rup ted  in any th ing  I was about.
N evertheless, som e sensible g row n  up 
people d i d  g e t to  like  m e !— the b est o f  
th em  w ith  a pro tective feeling th a t I
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w anted  guidance no less than  sym pathy  ; 
and the  h ig h e r religious souls, h o p in g  to 
lead m e to the golden gates.
I  have no m em ory , and no notion, 
w hen I first s a w  Pauline, L ady T rev e ly an ; 
b u t she becam e at once a m onitress- 
friend in  w h o m  I w holly  trusted ,— (not 
th a t I ever took  h e r advice !)— and the  
happiness o f  h e r ow n life was certainly 
increased by m y  books and m e. Sir 
W alter, being  a th o ro u g h  botanist, and 
in terested  in  pu re  science generally, did 
n o t h un t, b u t was benevolently useful, 
as a landlord  should  be, in his county. 
I had  no interests in  county  business a t 
th a t tim e ; b u t used to  have happy  
ag ricu ltu ra l o r floral chats w ith  Sir W alte r, 
and entirely  adm ired his unam bitious, yet 
dignified stability o f  rural, and celestial, 
life, there am idst th e  N o rth u m b rian  winds.
W alling ton  is in the  old P ercy  country , 
the  broad descent o f  m ain valley leading
dow n by O tte rb u rn  from  the  C heviots. 
A n ugly  house enough  it  was ; square set, 
and som ew hat bare w alled, look ing  dow n 
a slope o f  ro u g h  w ide field to a b u rn , 
the  W ansbeck , n e ith er b rig h t nor rapid, 
bu t w ith  a ledge or tw o  o f  sandstone to 
drip  over, or lean against in pools ; bits 
o f  crag  in th e  distance, w o rth  driv ing  to , for 
s ig h t o f  the sweeps o f  m oor round  them , 
and breaths o f  breeze from  C arter Fell.
T h e re  w ere no children o f  its ow n in 
W allin  g ton , bu t L ady T reve lyan ’s little  
niece, C onstance H illia rd , n ine years old 
w hen I first saw h e r there, g littered  about 
th e  place in an ex trem ely  quain t and w itty  
way ; and took  to m e a little , like h e r 
aunt. A fterw ards h e r m o th e r and she, 
in  th e ir little  rectory hom e a t C ow ley 
(near H illin g d o n ), becam e im p o rtan t am ong 
m y fem inine friendships, and gave m e, o f  
such pe tting  and teasing as w om en are 
good for, som etim es m ore than  enough .
B ut the  dearness o f  W allin g to n  was
founded, as years w en t on, m ore deeply 
in its hav ing  m ade know n  to  m e the 
best and tru est friend o f  all m y life ; 
b e s t  for m e, because he  was o f  m y 
fa th e r’s race, and native tow n ; t r u e s t , 
because he  kn ew  always h o w  to he lp  
us b o th , and never m ade any m istakes in 
doing so— D r. Jo h n  B row n. H e  was stay­
ing  at W allin g to n  w hen  I stopped there 
on m y w ay to  give m y E d in b u rg h  lectures ; 
and w e w alked  together, w ith  little  C onnie, 
on the  m oors : it daw ned on m e, so, 
gradually , w h a t m anner o f  m an he  was.
T h is , th e  reader capable o f  learning 
a t all— (there  are few  now  w ho  can under­
stand a good Scotchm an o f  th e  old classic 
b reed)— had  b e tte r learn, straightw ay, from  
th e  record he  gave o f  his ow n fa th e r’s life,*  
o f  w h ich  I  m ust give here this one passage 
o f  his ch ildhood. H is fa ther was a young  
pastor, crow ned in perfectness o f  faithful
* Letter to Rev. John Cairns. Edmonston 
and Douglas, 1861.
service, to g e th e r w ith  his ‘ m odest, calm , 
th rifty , reasonable, h a p p y -h e a rte d ’ w ife, his 
s tuden t-love ; this th e ir  son, five years old, 
— ju s t a t th e  age w hen  I  look  back to the  
creation o f  th e  w orld , for m e ,  in  F ria r’s 
C rag , o f  D erw en tw ater ; m y  m o th er, th rifty  
and  reasonable also, m eantim e tak ing  care 
th a t no t m ore than  tw o  p lum s should  be 
in  m y pie for d inner ; m y fa ther, also 
th rifty  and reasonable, tr iu m p h in g  in his 
travel a t W hitehaven , a ‘ w anderer,’ like  the  
pedlar in th e  ‘ E xcursion ,’ selling sherry 
instead o f  bobbins ;— all o f  us as happy  as 
cicadas (and a little  m ore). N o w  hear 
D r. Jo h n  B row n
‘ O n  th e  m orn ing  o f  th e  2 8 th  M ay, 1816, 
m y eldest sister J a n e t and I w ere sleeping 
in the k itch en -b ed  w ith  T ib b ie  M eek , 
ou r only  servant. W e w ere all th ree  
aw akened by a cry o f  pain— sharp, in ­
sufferable, as i f  one w ere stung. Years 
after w e tw o confided to each o th e r, sitting  
by th e  burnside, th a t w e th o u g h t tha t
“  great cry ” w h ich  arose a t m id n ig h t in
E g y p t m ust have been like it. W e  all
knew  w hose voice i t  w as, and, in our
n igh t-c lo thes, w e ran in to  the  passage, and 
in to  th e  little parlou r to th e  left hand , 
in w h ich  was a closet-bed. W e  found 
m y fa th e r standing  before us, erect, his 
hands clenched in his b lack h a ir, his eyes 
full o f  m isery and am azem ent, his face 
w h ite  as th a t o f  th e  dead. H e  fr ig h t­
ened us. H e  saw this, or else his intense 
w ill had  m astered his agony, for, tak ing  
his hands from  his head, he  said, slowly 
and gently , “  L e t us give th a n k s ,” and 
tu rned  to a little  sofa* in th e  room  ;
there lay our m o ther, dead. She had  long 
been ailing. I  rem em ber h e r  sitting  in 
a shaw l,— an Ind ian  one w ith  little  dark  
green spots on a lig h t g round ,— and
* c This sofa, which was henceforward sacred 
in the house, he had always beside him. He 
used to tell us he set her down upon it when 
he brought her home to the manse.’
w atch ing  h e r g row ing  pale w ith  w h a t I 
afterw ards knew  m ust have been strong 
pain. She had , being feverish, slipped 
o u t o f  bed, and “  g ran d m o th e r,” h e r  
m o th er, seeing h e r “  change com e,” had  
called m y  fa ther, and they  tw o  saw  her 
open h e r b lue, k ind , and true  eyes, “  com ­
fortable ” to  us all “  as th e  day ”— I 
rem em ber th e m  bette r than  those o f  any 
one I saw yesterday— and, w ith  one fain t 
look  o f  recognition  to h im , close th em  till 
the  tim e o f  th e  restitu tion  o f  all th ings.’
H e  had  a precious sister left to h im  ; b u t 
his life, as th e  noblest Scottish lives are 
alw ays, was thenceforw ard  generously sad, 
— and endlessly pitiful.
N o  one has yet separated, in analyzing 
th e  m in d  o f  Scott, th e  p ity  from  the  
p ride ; no one, in th e  m ind  o f  C arlyle, 
th e  p ity  from  th e  anger.
L est I should  no t be spared to w rite  
ano ther ‘ P ræ terita ,’ I  w ill give, in this 
place, a few  w ords o f  C arly le’s, w h ich
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th ro w  m ore lovely lig h t on his character 
th an  any he has w ritten ,— as, indeed, his 
instantly  vivid w ords always did ; and it is 
a b itte r blam e and sham e to  m e th a t I 
have no t recorded those spoken to  m yself, 
often w ith  trust and affection, always w ith  
kindness. B u t I find this piece, nearly  
w ord fo r w ord , in m y diary o f  25 th  
O ctober, 1874. H e  had been q u o tin g  the 
last w ords o f  G oethe , ‘ O pen th e  w indow , 
le t us have m ore lig h t ’ (this abou t an h o u r 
before painless death, his eyes failing h im ).
I referred to th e  ‘ I t  grow s dark , boys, 
you m ay go ,’ o f  the  g reat m aster o f  the 
H ig h  School o f  E d in b u rg h .*  O n w hich  
C arlyle instan tly  opened in to  beautiful 
account o f  A dam ’s early life, his intense 
zeal and industry  as a poor boy in a 
H ig h la n d  co ttage, ly ing  flat on th e  h ea rth  
to learn his L atin  g ram m ar by th e  lig h t o f
* It was his Latin grammar, the best ever 
composed, which my Camberwell tutor threw 
aside, as above told, for a 1 Scotch thing.’
a peat fire. C arly le’s ow n m em ory  is only 
o f  A dam ’s funeral, w hen  he, C arlyle, was 
a boy o f  fourteen , m ak ing  one o f  a crow d 
w aitin g  near th e  gate o f  the  H ig h  School, 
o f  w h ich  part o f  th e  old black bu ild ing  o f  
the tim e o f  Jam es I. was still standing—  
its m otto , ‘ N isi D om inus, frustra ,’ every­
w here. A  half-ho liday  had  been given, 
th a t th e  boys m ig h t see th e  coffin carried 
by,— only about five-and-tw en ty  people in 
all, C arly le th o u g h t— ‘ b ig-bellied  persons, 
sym pathetic  bailies, relieving each o th e r in 
carry ing  th e  pall.’ T h e  boys collected in 
a g ro u p , as it passed w ith in  the  railings, 
u tte red  a low  ‘ A h  m e ! A h  dear ! ’ o r the 
like, h a lf  sigh or w ail— ‘ and he is gone 
from  us then  ! ’
‘ T h e  sound o f th e  boys’ w ail is in m y 
ears ye t,’ said Carlyle.
H is  ow n first teacher in L atin , an old 
clergym an. H e  had  indeed been sent first 
to  a schoolm aster in his ow n village, ‘ th e  
joyfu llest little  m orta l, he believed, on
ea rth ,’ learning his declensions o u t o f  an 
e ig h teen -penny  book ! giving his w ho le  
m ig h t and  h eart to understand. A nd  the  
m aster could teach h im  no th ing , m erely 
involved h im  day by  day in m isery o f  n o n ­
understanding, the  boy ge tting  crushed and 
sick, till (his m o th e r? ) saw it, and then  he 
was sent to this clergym an, ‘ a perfect sage, 
on the hum blest scale.’ Seventy pounds a 
year, his incom e at first en tering  in to  life ; 
never m ore th an  a hundred . Six daughters 
and tw o sons ; th e  eldest sister, M argaret, 
‘ a little  b it lassie,’— then  in a low er voice, 
‘ the  flow er o f  all th e  flock to m e .’ R e ­
tu rn in g  from  her little  visitations to  the  
poor, dressed in h e r  sober p re ttiest, * the  
m ost am iable o f  possible objects.’ N o t 
beautiful in any notable w ay afterwards, 
bu t ‘ com ely in the  h ig h est degree.’ W ith  
du tifu l sweetness, ‘ the r ig h t hand  o f  her 
fa th e r.’ L ived to be seven-and-tw enty . 
‘ T h e  last tim e th a t I  w ep t aloud in  the  
w orld , I th in k  was at he r death .’
R id in g  dow n from  C ra igenpu ttock  to 
D um fries,— ‘ a m onstrous precipice o f  rocks 
on one hand  o f  you, a m erry  b rook  on the 
o th e r side. . . .  In  th e  n ig h t ju s t before 
sunrise.’
H e  was rid ing  dow n, he  and his b ro ther, 
to  fetch aw ay h e r  body,— they  hav ing  ju s t 
heard  o f  h e r  death.
A  surveyor (?), or some scientific and 
evidently superior k ind  o f  person, h ad  been 
doing w o rk  w h ich  involved staying near, 
or in, h e r  fa th e r’s house, and th ey  go t 
engaged , and  then  he broke it off". ‘ T h ey  
said th a t was th e  beg inn ing  o f  i t .’ T h e  
death  had been so sudden, and so unex ­
pected , th a t M a ry ’s m o th er, then  a g irl o f  
tw elve o r th irteen , rushed ou t o f  th e  house 
and up to  th e  cart,* shriek ing , ra th e r  than  
cry ing , ‘ W h ere ’s P eg g y  ? ’
I could no t m ake out, qu ite, h o w  the
* c Rushed at the cart,’ his words. Ending 
with his deep c Heigh dear,’ sigh. c Sunt lachry- 
mæ rerum.’
tw o  parts o f  th e  fam ily w ere separated, so 
th a t his sister expected th em  to b ring  her 
back  living, (or even w ell ?). C arly le was 
so m uch  affected, and spoke so low , th a t 
I could no t venture to press h im  on detail.
T h is  m aster o f  his then , the fa ther o f  
M arg are t, was en tirely  k ind  and wise in 
teaching  h im — a Scotch gen tlem an  o f  old 
race and feeling, an A ndrea F errara  and 
some silver-m ounted  canes 'h an g in g  in his 
study, last rem nants o f  the  old times.
W e fell aw ay upon M ill’s essay on the 
substitu tion  o f  patrio tism  for religion.
‘ A ctually  the  m ost paltry  rag o f ’ —  a 
chain o f  v ituperative con tem pt too fast to 
no te— ‘ it has fallen to m y lot to com e in 
w ith . A m ong  m y acquaintance I have not 
seen a person ta lk ing  o f  a th in g  he  so little 
understood.’ T h e  po in t o f  his indignation 
was M ill’s supposing th a t, i f  G od  did not 
m ake everybody ‘ hap p y ,’ it was because 
H e  had  no sufficient pow er, ‘ was no t 
enough supplied  w ith  the artic le .’ N o th in g
m akes C arlyle m ore con tem ptuous than  th is 
coveting  o f  ‘ happiness.’
P erhaps w e had  b e tte r hear w h a t Po lis- 
sena and th e  nun  o f  F lorence (‘ C h ris t’s 
F o lk ,’ IV .) have to say about happiness, o f  
t h e i r  so r t; and consider w h at every strong  
h ea rt feels in the  doing o f  any noble 
th in g , and every good craftsm an in  m ak ing  
any beautifu l one, before w e despise any 
innocent person w ho  looks for happiness 
in this w orld , as w ell as hereafter. B u t 
assuredly the  s tren g th  o f  Scottish character 
has always been perfected by suffering ; 
and the  types o f  it given by Scott in 
F lo ra  M a c Ivor, E d ith  B ellenden, M ary  o f  
A venel, and Jean ie  D eans,— to nam e only 
those w h ich  th e  reader w ill rem em ber 
w ith o u t effort,— are chiefly notable in the  
w ay they bear sorrow  ; as th e  w ho le  tone 
o f  Scottish  tem per, ballad poetry , and 
m usic, w h ich  no o th e r school has ever 
been able to  im ita te , has arisen ou t o f  the 
sad associations w h ich , one by one, have
gathered  round  every loveliest scene in the 
border land. N o r is there  any th ing  am ong 
o th e r beautifu l nations to approach  the 
d ignity  o f  a true  Scotsw om an’s face, in the 
tried  perfectness o f  h e r old age.
I have seen th em  beautiful in th e  same 
w ay earlier, w h en  they  had  passed th ro u g h  
trial ; m y ow n Joan ie’s face owes the  
calm  o f  its radiance to  days o f  no ordinary 
sorrow — even before she cam e, w h en  m y 
fa ther had  been laid to his rest under 
C roydon hills, to keep h e r faith fu l w atch  
by m y m o th e r’s side, w h ile  I was seeking 
selfish happiness far aw ay in  w ork  w hich  
to -day  has com e to  nough t. W h a t 
I have m yself since ow ed to h e r ,— life 
certain ly , and m ore than  life, for m any 
and m any a year,— was m ean t to have 
been to ld  long  since, had  I been able to 
finish this book  in th e  tim e I  designed 
it. W h a t D r. Jo h n  B row n becam e to m e, 
is partly  show n in the con tinual references 
to  his sym pathy in the  le tters o f  ‘ H ortu§
Inclusus ’ ; b u t n o th ing  could tell th e  loss 
to  m e in his death , no r the  g rie f  to 
h o w  m any greater souls than  m ine, tha t 
had  been possessed in patience th ro u g h  
his love.
I  m ust give one piece m ore o f  his ow n 
le tter, w ith  the  fo llow ing  fragm en t, w ritten  
in the  earlier p a rt o f  th is  year, and m ean t 
to have been carried on in to  som e detail 
o f  th e  im pressions received in m y fa th e r’s 
native E d in b u rg h , and  on th e  n o rth ern  
coast, from  Q ueen’s F erry  rou n d  by P res- 
tonpans to D u n b ar and B erw ick.
D r. B row n goes on :— ‘ A  year ago, I 
found an elderly coun tryw om an, a w idow , 
w aiting  for m e. R ising  up, she said, “  D ’ 
ye m ind  m e ? ” I  looked a t her, b u t could 
get n o th in g  from  h e r face ; b u t  th e  voice 
rem ained in m y ear, as i f  com ing  from  
th e  “  fields o f  sleep,” and I  said by a sort 
o f  instinct, “  T ib b ie  M eek  ! ” I  had  no t 
seen h e r o r heard  h e r voice for m ore than  
fo rty  years.’
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T h e  reader w ill please note th e  pure 
Scotch phrase ‘ D ’ ye m ind  m e ? ’ and com ­
pare M eg  M errilies’ use o f  it. ‘ A t len g th  
she guided th em  th ro u g h  th e  m azes o f  
th e  w ood to a little  open glade o f  abou t 
a quarte r o f  an acre, surrounded by trees 
and bushes, w h ich  m ade a w ild  and ir ­
regular *  boundary. Even in  w in te r, it 
was a sheltered  and snugly sequestered 
spot ; b u t w hen  arrayed in th e  verdure 
o f  spring, th e  earth  sending forth  all its 
w ild  flowers ; th e  shrubs spreading the ir 
w aste o f  blossom  around it, and the 
w eeping  birches, w h ich  tow ered  over th e  
underw ood, d roop ing  th e ir  long  and leafy 
fibres to in tercept the  sun, it  m ust have 
seem ed a place for a you th fu l poet to 
study his earliest sonnet, o r a pair o f
* It might have been ‘ irregular,’ in ground 
just cut up for building leases, in South Lam­
beth ; wild, yet as regular as a disciplined army, 
had it been the pines of Uri. It w a s  a c waste 
of blossom,’ a shade of weeping birches,
lovers to exchange the ir first m u tua l 
avow al o f  affection. A pparen tly  it now  
aw akened very different recollections. B er­
tra m ’s b row , w hen  he h ad  looked round  
th e  spot, becam e gloom y and em barrassed. 
M eg , after m u tte rin g  to  herself, “  T h is  is 
th e  very spo t,” looked a t h im  w ith  a 
ghastly side glance,— “  D ’ ye m ind  it ? ”
‘ “ Yes,” answ ered B ertram , “ im perfectly  
I  do.”
‘ “  A y ,” pursued his gu ide, “  on this 
very spot th e  m an fell from  his horse—  
I was behind  th a t b o u rtree * -b u sh  at the 
very m om en t. N o w  w ill I show  you the  
fu rth e r  track— t h e  l a s t  t i m e  y e  t r a v e l l e d  i t ,  
w a s  i n  t h e s e  a r m s ”  ’
T h a t  was tw en ty  years before, for 
B ertram ’s nurse ; (com pare W averley ’s and 
M o rto n ’s ;) D r. B row n’s T ib b ie ; m y  ow n 
fa th e r’s M ause  ; m y A nne ; all w om en o f  
th e  sam e stam p ; m y  Saxon m o th er n o t
* Elder, in modern Scotch ; but in the 
Douglas glossary, B ow er-bush.
a ltogether com prehend ing  them  ; b u t w hen  
D r. J o h n  B row n first saw m y account o f  
m y m o th er and  A nne in  ‘ F o rs /  h e  under­
stood b o th  o f th em , and w rote back  to 
m e o f  “  those tw o blessed w om en ,” as he 
w ou ld  have spoken o f  th e ir angels, had  he  
th en  been beside them , look ing  on ano ther 
Face.
B u t m y reason for quo ting  this piece 
o f  ‘ G uy M an n erin g  ’ here is to explain  to 
th e  reader w ho  cares to kn o w  it, the 
difference betw een  the  Scotch ‘ m ind  ’ for 
‘ re m e m b e r/ and any o th e r phrase o f  any 
o ther tongue, applied to the  act o f  
m em ory.
In  order th a t you m ay, in  the  Scottish 
sense, ‘ m ind  ’ any th ing , first there  m ust be 
som ething  to ‘ m in d ’— and then , the  ‘ m in d ’ 
to m ind  it. In  a thousand miles o f  iron 
railway, or railw ay train , there is no th ing  
in  one rod or bar to distinguish it  from  
another. Y ou can’t ‘ m ind  ’ w h ich  sleeper 
is w h ich . N o r, on the  o th e r hand , i f  you
drive from  C hillon  to V evay, asleep, can 
you ‘ m in d  ’ th e  characteristics o f  th e  lake 
o f  G eneva. M eg  could  n o t have expected 
B ertram  to ‘ m ind  ’ a t w h a t co rner o f  a 
s tree t in M anchester— or in  w h a t d itch  
o f  the  Isle o f  D o g s— any th ing  had  past 
d irectly  bearing  on his ow n fate. She 
expected h im  to  ‘ m ind  ’ only  a beautifu l 
scene, o f  perfect individual character, and 
she w ou ld  no t have expected h im  to 
‘ m ind  ’ even th a t, had  she n o t k n o w n  he 
h ad  persevering sense and m em orial pow ers 
o f  very h ig h  order.
N o w  it is th e  peculiar character o f  
Scottish as d istinct from  all o th e r scenery 
on a sm all scale in n o rth  E u rope , to have 
these distinctively ‘ m indable ’ features. O ne 
range o f  coteau by a F ren ch  river is 
exactly  like ano ther ; one tu rn  o f  glen in 
th e  B lack  F o rest is only the  last tu rn  
re -tu rn e d  ; one sweep o f J u ra  pastu re and 
crag, the  m ere echo o f  th e  fields and  crags 
o f  ten  m iles away. B ut in th e  w hole
course o f  T w eed , T ev io t, G ala, T ay , F o rth , 
and C lyde, there  is perhaps scarcely a bend 
o f  ravine, or nook o f  valley, w h ich  w ould  
n o t be recognisable by its inhabitan ts from  
every o ther. A nd  there is no o ther 
coun try  in w h ich  the  roots o f  m em ory  
are so entw ined w ith  th e  beauty  o f  nature , 
instead o f  the  pride o f  m en ; no o th e r 
in w h ich  the  song o f  ‘ A u ld  lang syne ’ 
could have been w ritten ,— or Lady N a irn ’s 
ballad  o f  ‘ T h e  A uld  H o u se .’
* * * * *
I did not in last ‘ P ræ terita  ’ enough  
explain the  reason for m y seeking hom es 
on th e  crests o f  A lps, in m y ow n special 
study o f  cloud and sky ; b u t I have only 
k n o w n  too late, w ith in  this last m o n th , 
th e  absolutely literal tru th  o f  T u rn e r ’s 
saying th a t the m ost beautiful skies in 
th e  w orld  know n to  h im  w ere those o f  
the  Isle o f  T h an e t.
In  a fo rm er n u m b er o f  ‘ P ræ terita  ’ I 
have told h o w  m y m o th e r k ep t m e qu ie t
in a boy’s illness by telling  m e to  th in k  
o f  D ash , and D o v er; and am ong  th e  
early draw ings left for g ift to  Joan ie  
are all those m ade— th e  first ever m ade 
from  natu re— at Sevenoaks, T u n b rid g e , 
C an terbury , and D over. O ne o f  th e  
poorest-no th ings o f  these, a m ere scraw l 
in pen and in k , o f  cum ulus cloud crossed 
by delicate horizon tal bars on th e  ho rizon , 
is th e  first a ttem p t I ever m ade to  d raw  
a sky,— fifty-five years ago. T h a t  same 
sky I saw again over th e  same sea horizon  
at sunset only five w eeks ago. A nd th ree 
o r fou r days o f  sunshine fo llow ing, I saw, 
to  m y am azem ent, th a t th e  skies o f  T u rn e r  
w ere still b rig h t above th e  foulness o f  
sm oke-cloud  o r th e  fligh t o f  p lague- 
c lo u d ; and th a t th e  form s w h ich , in the  
pure air o f  K en t and P icardy , th e  upper 
c irri w ere capable o f  assum ing, undisturbed  
by  tornado, unm ing led  w ith  volcanic ex­
hala tion , and lifted  ou t o f  th e  w h ite  crests 
ç f  ever-renew ed tidal waves, w ere infinite.
lovely and m arvellous beyond any th a t I 
had  ever seen from  m oor or alp ; w hile  
yet on the  ho rizon , if  left for as m uch  as 
an h o u r undefiled by fuel o f  fire, there  
was th e  azure air I had  know n o f  old, 
alike in th e  low land distance and on the 
H ig h la n d  hills. W h a t m ig h t th e  coasts o f  
F rance and E ng land  have been now , if  
from  th e  days o f  B ertha  in  C an terbury , 
and o f  G odefroy in B oulogne, th e  C hristian  
faith  had been held  by b o th  nations in 
peace, in this pu re  air o f  heaven ? W h a t 
m ig h t the  hills o f  C hevio t and the  vale o f 
T w eed  have been now , if  from  th e  days 
o f  C u th b e rt in H o ly  Isle, and o f  E dw in  in 
E d in b u rg h , th e  Crosses o f  St. G eorge and 
St. A ndrew  had  been borne by b reth ren  ; 
and  the  fiery P ercy  and tru e  D ouglas laid 
dow n the ir lives only for th e ir people ?
F olkestone, i i th  October, 1887.
E N D  O F  V O L .  I I .
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